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PERCY    BLAKE, 


CHAPTER  I. 

THE    COURT-MARTIAL. 

By  good  luck,  I  caught  the  paymaster  just 
as  he  was  getting  into  bed.  We  had  always 
been  very  good  friends ;  for  he  was  musical 
as  well  as  myself,  and  had  a  splendid  voice, 
with  great  good  taste,  but  no  science.  When, 
however,  I  told  him  that  a  case  of  life  and 
death  required  that  I  should  be  put  in  im- 
mediate possession  of  twenty  pounds,  he 
looked  woefully  blank ;  but  as  I  had  been 
generally  very  punctual  in  money  matters, 
and  gave  him  a  bill  on  my  brother  for  the 
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amount,  which  he  knew  would  be  duly 
honoured,  he  at  length  produced  two  ten- 
pound  notes ;  saying  with  a  grim  smile,  as 
he  handed  them  to  me,  that  he  hoped  I  was 
going  to  run  away  with  an  heiress,  as  nothing 
else  on  earth  could  possibly  warrant  a  poor 
ensign  in  borrowing  such  a  mint  of  money. 

Again  I  was  in  luck,  for  I  caught  the  very 
last  heavy  coach,  just  on  the  point  of  starting 
from  the  "  Bell"  in  Rochester;  and  spring- 
ing up  to  the  box  seat,  I  was  in  due  time 
trundled  once  more  into  the  mighty  metro- 
polis, where,  after  a  light  supper  I  went  to 
bed,  giving  directions  that  I  should  be  called 
at  seven  in  the  morning. 

After  a  hasty  breakfast,  I  was  once  more 
in  the  streets  at  the  very  unfashionable  hour 
of  eight  o'clock;  hurrying  to  the  pawn- 
broker's, and  plaguing  myself  on  the  way, 
with  fancying  a  thousand  accidents  that 
might  baulk  my  wishes.  Nothing,  however, 
intervened  of  an  unfavourable  nature :  I 
obtained    the  precious   deposit,    and    started 
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again  for  Rochester,  where  I  arrived  soon 
after  eleven.  Time  was  becoming  very  cri- 
tical ;  so  I  made  the  best  of  my  way  to  the 
barracks,  and  arrived  just  as  the  members 
of  the  court-martial  were  sworn  in,  and  the 
proceedings  about  to  commence. 

The  court  being  held  in  the  mess-room, 
several  officers  had  sauntered  in  to  look  at 
the  morning  papers,  which  had  just  been 
delivered  by  the  drum-major.  My  presence, 
therefore,  attracted  no  notice,  as  I  entered 
with  the  pistol-case,  wrapt  up  in  my  hand- 
kerchief, under  my  arm.  I  took  an  oppor- 
tunity of  passing  close  in  front  of  the  pri- 
soners, and  tapped  the  case  with  my  finger, 
as  I  gave  my  uncle  a  significant  smile. 

The  effect  was  electrical ;  for  having  heard, 
or  seen  nothing  of  me  since  the  previous 
night,  he  had  come  to  the  conclusion  that  I 
had  failed,  and  was  even  ashamed  to  appear 
in  his  defence.  He,  therefore,  when  I  en- 
tered, stood  amidst  his  brother  culprits,  his 
hands    clasped  together,  and   his  head  bent 
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down,  a  perfect  statue  of  mute  despair.  But 
when  he  saw  me  smile,  and  beheld  under  my 
arm  the  object  of  his  most  painful  solicitude, 
he  smiled  in  turn  ;  raised  himself  to  his  full 
height,  looked  round  with  a  free,  unconcerned 
gaze,  and  stood  the  very  model  of  a  perfect 
soldier. 

I  was  very  glad  to  find  that  much  sympa- 
thy was  evinced,  by  many  officers  present, 
for  the  fate  of  poor  O'Flaherty,  whose  well- 
known  bravery  had  made  him  a  general 
favourite  ;  but  when  they  heard  the  charges 
against  him,  they  sighed,  and  gave  him  up 
as  a  lost  man. 

The  president,  having  read  the  usual 
formula  for  the  constitution  of  the  Court, 
Serjeant  O'Flaherty  was  first  put  upon  his 
trial;  and  the  other  prisoners,  and  all  the 
witnesses,  except  one  about  to  be  examined, 
were  ordered  to  withdraw. 

The  first  charge,  for  drunkenness  and  riot- 
ing, was  fully  proved  by  two  members  of  the 
London  police ;  who  had  nothing  to  say  in  my 
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uncle's  favour,  except  that  he  was  the  most 
terrible  fighter  they  had  ever  come  across. 

The  second  charge,  for  defalcation,  was 
proved  by  his  own  books,  and  by  the  evidence 
of  the  captain  of  his  company;  which  was 
certainly  given  with  the  best  possible  feeling, 
and  mingled  with  many  observations  highly 
favourable  to  the  prisoner. 

The  third  charge,  for  making  away  with  the 
pistols,  depended  solely  upon  the  evidence  of 
Captain  Hopkins,  which  he  gave  with  a  degree 
of  bitterness  and  malignity  that  excited  univer- 
sal disgust ;  and  one  or  two  young  fellows  near 
me  expressed  a  wish  to  see  the  puppy  himself 
tied  up  to  the  halberts. 

The  case  having  been  closed  for  the  pro- 
secution, the  president,  with  much  feeling, 
addressed  the  prisoner,  and  said  it  was  a 
pity  to  see  so  gallant  a  soldier  reduced  to 
such  a  dilemma;  but  he  had  heard  the 
evidence  against  him,  and  the  court  was 
now  ready  to  listen  to  what  he  could  urge  in 
his  defence. 
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"  Mr.  President,"  said  my  uncle,  with  a 
degree  of  firmness,  and  a  propriety  of  ex- 
pression, that  I  did  not  expect  from  him, 
"I  am  a  poor  unlettered  man,  and  should 
only  injure  my  own  cause  by  pleading  it 
myself;  but,  as  I  feel  confident  that  much 
may  be  said  in  my  favour,  I  shall  esteem  it 
an  act  of  mercy  if  the  court  will  permit  my 
defence  to  be  made  by  Ensign  Blake,  who 
has  kindly  offered  his  services  on  the  occa- 
sion." 

"  This,"  said  the  president,  "  is  a  somewhat 
unusual  request,  and  I  must  clear  the  court 
to  take  it  into  consideration." 

"  Mr.  President,"  I  then  said,  "  I  shall  feel 
deeply  indebted,  if  you  will  permit  me  to 
make  one  observation,  before  you  clear  the 
court." 

"  Certainly,"  he  replied. 

"  It  is  merely  this,"  I  continued,  "  that  the 
prisoner,  doubtless  from  a  motive  of  delicacy 
towards  me,  has  not  stated  to  you  that  I  am 
his  nephew.     This,  however,  is  the  fact :  he 
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is-  my  mother's  brother ;  and  it  is,  therefore, 
that  I  most  humbly  entreat  to  be  heard  in 
his  defence." 

Here  a  fresh  indication  of  astonishment 
appeared  on  the  countenances  of  all  present ; 
and  Alphabet  Hopkins  threw  as  much  scorn 
into  his  insipid  features,  as  they  were  capable 
of  expressing. 

"  That  being  the  case,"  said  the  president, 
after  a  moment's  consideration,  "  it  may  not, 
perhas,  be  necessary  to  clear  the  court. 
What  say  you,  gentlemen  ?" 

"  It  is  not  at  all  necessary,"  replied  one. 

"There's  no  occasion  in  the  world,"  said 
another. 

"  Mr.  Blake,"  said  the  president,  "  the 
court  has  agreed  to  hear  you  in  behalf  of 
the  prisoner  ;  you  will,  therefore,  state  what 
you  have  to  say  in  his  defence,  as  briefly  as 
may  be  consistent  with  the  duty  you  have 
undertaken  towards  your  client." 

From  my  own  experience,  I  knew  that  if 
brevity  be  the  soul  of  wit,  it  is  a  fortiori,  the 
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soul  and  body  too  of  a  military  defence.  I 
therefore  avoided  everything  bordering  on 
prolixity,  and,  according  to  the  Horatian 
maxim,  plunged  at  once  in  medias  res. 

"  Mr.  President  and  gentlemen,"  I  said,  "  I 
shall,  with  your  permission,  begin  with  the  last 
charge  preferred  against  the  prisoner,  it  being 
that  which  strikes  at  his  well-known  character 
for  honesty  and  trustworthiness.  He  is  charged 
with  having  fraudulently  disposed  of,  or  other- 
wise made  away  with,  a  case  of  pistols." 

"  Duelling-pistols,"  interrupted  Hopkins, 
with  a  degree  of  rudeness  that  called  down 
upon  him  the  censure  of  the  president. 

"  A  case  of  duelling-pistols,"  I  quietly  re- 
sumed, "  belonging  to  Captain  Hopkins,  who 
has  deposed  upon  oath  to  the  correctness  of 
the  charge." 

"  And  I  defy  you  to  shake  my  evidence," 
said  Hopkins,  pertly. 

"  Captain  Hopkins,"  said  the  president, 
"  I  insist  on  your  being  silent,  or  leaving  the 
court ;  one  or  the  other." 
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"  In  spite  of  this  oath  of  Captain  Hopkins," 
I  resumed,  "  I  maintain  that  the  prisoner  is 
perfectly  guiltless  of  the  crime ;  and  here  is 
the  proof  of  my  assertion." 

I  now  unfolded  the  case ;  unlocked  it,  and 
placed  it  before  the  president,  to  the  amaze- 
ment of  all  present,  and  the  bitter  disap- 
pointment of  the  baffled  dandy,  who  would 
willingly  have  sacrificed  his  beloved  duelling 
pistols  for  the  gratification  of  his  revenge. 

"  I'd  be  glad  to  know,"  he  cried  abruptly, 
"  where  and  how  Mr.  Blake  got  possession  of 
those  pistols." 

"  That  is  a  point  we  are  not  assembled  to 
try,"  said  the  president,  quietly.  "  It  is  now 
only  necessary  for  you  to  state  whether  these 
are  the  pistols  you  entrusted  to  Sergeant 
O'Flaherty." 

"  Yes,  they  are,"  said  Hopkins.  "  But  I 
want  to  know " 

"  Are  they  in  as  good  a  condition,"  inter- 
rupted the  president,  "  as  when  you  placed 
them  in  his  hands." 
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"Yes,  they  are/'  replied  Hopkias;  "but 

for  all  that—" 

"  The  court  is  satisfied  with  the  evidence 

before  it,"   said  the  president,   "  and  requires 

no  further  on  this  charge." 

Alphabet  Hopkins  locked  his  case,  put  it 

under  his  arm,  and  walked  off,  with  a  scowl 

of    malignity    at   me,    and    another    at   my 

uncle. 

"  The  next  charge,  Mr.  President  and 
gentlemen,"  I  then  resumed,  "  1  trust  I 
shall  also  be  able  to  refute.  It  is  founded 
on  a  balance  of  six  pounds  ten  shillings, 
which  appears  against  the  prisoner  in  his 
own  ledger,  and  in  his  own  handwriting. 
This  balance,  however,  so  far  from  having 
embezzled  or  made  away  with,  as  stated  in 
the  charge,  he  now  offers  to  the  court 
through  me,"  (here  I  handed  the  amount 
to  the  president.)  "  I  beg  further  to  add, 
by  his  desire,  that  no  delay  whatever  would 
have  taken  place  in  its  repayment,  were  it 
not  for  the  savage  ill-treatment  he  received 
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from  a  gang  of  scoundrels  in  London,  the 
marks  of  which  he  still  bears  on  various 
parts  of  his  body ;  and  which  occasioned 
such  mental  confusion  and  loss  of  memory, 
that  it  was  only  last  night  he  fully  recol- 
lected in  whose  charge  he  had  safely  de- 
posited his  company's  money,  and  Captain 
Hopkins'  pistols." 

The  president  handed  the  money  to  the 
Captain  of  my  uncle's  company,  and  asked 
him  if  that  was  the  balance  he  claimed.  The 
Captain  replied  that  it  was  perfectly  correct ; 
and  added,  he  wTas  happy  to  find  that  the 
opinion  he  had  always  entertained  of  Ser- 
geant O'Flaherty  was  now  so  fully  justi- 
fied. 

"With  respect  to  the  first  charge,  Mr. 
President  and  gentlemen,"  I  continued,  "  the 
prisoner  instructs  me  to  plead  guilty,  and  he 
thrown  himself  on  the  mercy  of  the  court. 
But  in  doing  so,  may  I  be  permitted  to  ob- 
serve that,  though  he  certainly  was  drunk  on 
the    occasion   specified,    he  was   not,  at   the 
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time,  on  any  duty  :  he  was  not  even  with  his 
regiment,  but  at  a  distance  from  it  on  fur- 
lough ;  under  which  circumstances  it  is  not 
customary  to  scan  the  actions  of  a  soldier 
with  the  rigid  scrutiny  that  is  called  for  in 
garrison  or  in  the  field. 

"  I  also  beg  leave  to  observe,  that  the 
money  which  enabled  him  to  commit  this 
breach  of  decorum,  was  prize-money  gained 
by  him  at  the  capture  of  Monte  Video ;  at 
the  storming  of  which  place  he  was  the  first 
man  that  mounted  the  breach,  and  the  only 
survivor  of  the  forlorn-hope. 

"  May  I  beg  the  indulgence  of  the  Court 
further  to  observe,  that  the  prisoner  has  ten 
wounds  on  his  body,  all  received  in  general 
action,  or  in  storming  parties,  in  Egypt,  at 
the  Cape  of  Good  Hope,  at  Monte  Video, 
and  in  the  Peninsula;  and  that  he  has 
numerous  testimonials  of  good  conduct  from 
general  and  other  officers,  which  I  beg  to  lay 
before  the  Court." 

This  closed  the  proceedings;    the    Court 
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was  cleared,  and  on  the  following  day  the 
Adjutant  read  the  rinding  and  sentence  on 
the  garrison  parade.  Sergeant  O'Flaherty 
was  fully  acquitted  of  the  second  and  third 
charges  preferred  against  him  ;  he  was  found 
guilty  of  the  first,  and  reduced  to  the  rank 
and  pay  of  a  private  sentinel,  but  strongly 
recommended  to  mercy  by  the  Court. 

The  Commandant  of  the  depot,  a  brave  old 
soldier  himself,  said  that,  in  confirming  the 
proceedings  of  the  court-martial,  he  felt  a 
pleasure  in  acceding  to  the  recommendation 
in  favour  of  one  who  had  hitherto  acquitted 
himself  so  well.  He  hoped  Sergeant 
O'Flaherty  would  profit  by  the  severe  lesson 
he  had  received :  he  might  now  join  his 
company  with  his  rank  restored  to  him,  and 
his  character  for  honesty  unblemished;  a 
compliment  which,  he  hoped,  his  future  con- 
duct would  also  soon  enable  him  to  pay  to 
his  sobriety. 

The  termination  of  this  aifair  was  not  only 
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very  gratifying  to  my  feelings,  but  it  won  me 
golden  opinions  from  all  classes  in  the  gar- 
rison ;  where  I  was  looked  upon  as  a  staunch 
sort  of  chap,  that  wouldn't  desert  a  poor  fel- 
low in  distress,  from  any  feeling  of  false 
shame  or  silly  pride.  The  President  of  the 
court-martial,  a  distinguished  field-officer, 
always  afterwards  gave  me  a  smile  of  recogni- 
tion ;  and  the  soldiers,  I  fancied,  threw  more 
respectful  feeling  into  their  ordinary  salute. 

Even  the  worthy  Hebrews,  who  were  re- 
garded as  "  sojourners,"  if  not  actually  as 
denizens  of  the  barrack-yard,  seemed  to  con- 
sider, on  a  very  nice  calculation,  that  the 
transaction  had  raised  me  at  least  ten  per 
cent  in  public  estimation  ;  and  Solomon  Levi, 
as  he  stood  chaffering  with  me  one  day,  for 
the  purchase  of  some  old  lace  and  a  pair  of 
wings,  said,  in  a  moment  of  enthusiasm,  that 
if  at  any  time  I  should  be  in  want  of  ten  or 
fifteen  pounds,  he  wouldn't  hesitate,  "  s'help 
him  Got  I"  to  lend  them  to  me  on  my  own 
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personal  security.  My  military  readers3  es- 
pecially, will  be  able  to  appreciate  the  value  of 
this  Hebrew  compliment. 

As  for  my  poor  uncle,  he  was  brim-full  of 
affection,  and  was  never  tired  of  expressing 
his  gratitude  to  me  for  saving  him  from  the 
halberts,  and  restoring  him  to  rank  and  cha- 
racter, when  all  others  had  given  him  up  as  a 
lost  and  ruined  man.  He  frequently  came 
to  my  barrack-room  to  have  a  talk  with  me 
about  family  affairs  and  other  matters ;  and  I 
never  hesitated  to  receive  him  with  as  much 
consideration  as  if  fortune  had  made  no 
difference  in  our  relative  positions. 

Indeed,  my  brother  officers  evinced  an 
equal  delicacy  towards  him;  for  if  any  of 
them  happened  to  come  into  my  room  when 
he  was  present,  and  he  would  get  up  to  go 
away,  they  would  immediately  say :  "  Sit 
down,  O'Fiaherty;  I  want  to  have  a  talk 
with  you."  It  was  very  seldom,  however, 
that  he  would  avail  himself  of  the  invitation ; 
for  he  was  not  onlv  afraid  of  compromising 
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me,  but  he  never  forgot  that  respect,  so 
essential  to  discipline,  which  is  deeply  im- 
planted in  the  breast  of  the  British  sol- 
dier. 

With  my  own  particular  set,  the  affair  being 
turned  over  in  every  possible  point  of  new, 
it  was  agreed  nem.  con.  that  it  was  a  very 
honourable,  clever  sort  of  thing  ;  and  that 
nothing  could  have  been  done  in  a  more 
quiet,  natural,  and  gentlemanly  manner. 
They  bestowed  upon  me  the  sobriquet  of  the 
"Judge  Advocate,"  which  stuck  for  many 
months  after ;  and  even  the  familiar  term  of 
Percy  Blake  merged  for  a  time  in  the  more 
novel  and  popular  title. 

There  was,  however,  one  dissentient  voice 
to  this  general  meed  of  approbation.  Alpha- 
bet Hopkins  could  never  forgive  me  for  res- 
cuing his  victim  from  his  grasp  ;  for,  with 
the  tenacity  of  a  little  mind,  he  still  cherished 
the  revengeful  feeling  he  had  conceived 
against  my  poor  uncle,  though  all  reasonable 
ground  for  it  had  long  disappeared.     Indeed, 
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he  was  frequently  in  the  habit  of  evincing  the 
ill-temper  that  devoured  him,  at  mess  and 
elsewhere ;  by  throwing  out  inuendoes  about 
poor  relations,  strange  connexions,  drunken 
soldiers,  &c,  all  of  which  I  treated  with  the 
silent  contempt  they  merited. 
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CHAPTER  II. 


THE    DUEL. 


The  spring  of  1810  was  now  approach- 
ing, and  as  the  army  under  Sir  Arthur  Welles- 
ley,  recently  created  Viscount  Wellington,  was 
shortly  to  open  a  fresh  campaign,  every  effort 
was  being  made  to  reinforce  him.  We  had 
heard  of  the  battle  of  Talavera  before  we  left 
Walcheren,  and  many  a  heart  was  set  throb- 
bing for  the  Peninsula  by  the  glorious  details. 
We  subsequently  learned  that  Lord  Welling- 
ton, finding  it  impossible  to  supply  his  troops 
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with  provisions,  owing  to  the  total  failure  of 
Spanish  promises,  had  separated  from 
Cuesta's  army,  which  had  always  proved 
more  an  incumbrance  than  otherwise;  and, 
crossing  the  Tagus  at  Arzobispo,  had  retired 
upon  his  resources  at  Badajoz. 

At  this  period,  Napoleon  was  pouring  in 
constant  reinforcements  over  the  Pyrenees, 
and  strengthening  his  army-corps  in  every 
province  of  the  Peninsula.  The  Spanish 
generals  were,  overthrown  in  every  direction, 
the  French  were  everywhere  victorious,  and 
Spain  once  more  lay  nearly  at  their  feet. 

In  this  state  of  affairs,  Lord  Wellington 
deemed  it  expedient  to  confine  himself  to 
the  defence  of  Portugal,  and  his  army  ac- 
cordingly re-crossed  the  Tagus  for  that 
purpose;  while  the  British  Government, 
fortunately  seeing  where  the  battle  of  Euro- 
pean freedom  was  really  to  be  fought,  sent 
out  as  many  of  the  Walcheren  battalions 
as  could  be  made  effective  to  Lisbon;  and 
the    Portuguese    army    in    British   pay    was 
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augmented  to  thirty  thousand  men,  under 
the  command  of  Marshal  Beresford. 

Amongst  other  preparations  for  the  ap- 
proaching struggle,  a  large  draught  from 
Chatham  received  orders  to  prepare  for 
service ;  and,  to  my  great  delight,  it  included 
two  hundred  and  fifty  men  of  my  own  regi- 
ment, and  five  officers,  of  whom  I  was 
one. 

The  bustle  of  preparation  soon  banished 
everything  else  from  my  mind;  and  the 
numerous  expedients  to  which  my  man 
Conolly  and  I  had  recourse,  to  reduce  my 
baggage  to  the  most  compact  state  of  light- 
marching  order,  in  which  every  possible  con- 
venience was  to  be  comprised  in  the  smallest 
possible  space,  gave  me  abundance  of  employ- 
ment up  to  the  very  last  moment. 

The  day  was  at  length  stated  in  garrison 
orders  when  the  draught,  consisting  of  thirty 
officers  and  fifteen  hundred  men,  was  to 
march  in  two  divisions  for  Portsmouth;  to 
embark  for  those  fields  of  glory  to  which  we 
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all  looked  forward  with  the  glowing  hopes  of 
the  soldier,  and  all  the  cheerful  buoyancy  of 
youth. 

Our  last  night  at  the  garrison  mess  was, 
of  course,  a  jovial  one.  We  sat  down,  fifty 
officers,  who  were  never  again,  perhaps,  to  meet 
together  in  this  world  ;  and  many  of  whom 
were  likely  to  occupy  foreign  graves  before 
the  year,  which  had  just  commenced,  should 
have  accomplished  its  varied  round. 

In  civil  life,  parting  scenes,  I  believe,  are 
generally  of  a  sad  and  dreary  character,  but 
with  us  it  was  quite  the  reverse ;  for  we  en- 
joyed ourselves  to  a  late  hour,  as  if  there  was 
nothing  in  the  world  to  think  of  but  the 
pleasures  of  good  fellowship,  and  happy 
quarters.  For  my  part,  my  spirits  were 
unusually  light  and  joyous;  and  I  laughed, 
talked,  and  sang,  more  than  I  recollect  to 
have  done  on  any  occasion  before  or  since. 

At  length  the  table  began  to  thin,  and 
towards  midnight  there  were  only  a  dozen 
good  fellows  left ;  principally  those  who  were 
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not  included  in  the  draught,  and  who  seemed 
desirous  of  paying  the  last  honours  of  the 
garrison  to  their  departing  comrades. 

We  had  closed  up  to  the  president,  and  I 
had  just  concluded  one  of  my  old  mess 
songs,  when  a  young  friend  near  me  cried 
out : 

"  I  say,  Judge-Advocate,  old  fellow,  you'll 
be  singing  that  to  the  soft  sefioras  before 
another  month  is  over  your  head." 

"  If  so,"  cried  a  voice  opposite  to  me, 
"  he'll  be  better  employed  than  in  pleading  bad 
causes." 

Forcibly  struck  by  the  voice  and  the  obser- 
vation, I  looked  across  the  table,  and  saw,  for 
the  first  time,  Alphabet  Hopkins,  who,  in  the 
changes  of  the  evening,  had  got  into  his 
present  position  ;  whether  intentionally  or  not, 
I  cannot  say,  though  the  former  seemed  the 
more  likely  from  what  followed.  He  looked 
flushed  and  excited  with  wine,  and  stared  at 
me  as  if  to  give  more  significance  to  his 
remark.     But  1  was  perfectly  cool  and  col- 


PERCY    BLAKE.  23 

lected,  having  been  particularly  abstemious 
during  the  evening,  though  I  appeared  to 
drink  as  much  as  the  rest.  I,  therefore,  took 
no  notice  of  what  he  said ;  but  it  was  freely 
commented  on  by  others. 

"  Nay,  nay,  Hopkins,"  said  one,  "  you, 
of  all  men,  should  let  that  subject  die  in 
peace." 

"  I  only  hope,"  said  another,  "  that  I 
may  have  as  good  a  cause,  and  as  clever 
an  advocate,  if  I  should  ever  be  in  such 
a  predicament." 

"  I  think,"  said  a  canny  Scot,  "  that  by- 
ganes  should  by-ganes,  and  I  beg  leave,  Mr. 
President,  to  propose  General  Brizo." 

"  Gentlemen,"  said  the  president,  "  fill  your 
glasses.     General  Brizo !" 

This  old  peace- making  toast  was  ac- 
cordingly drunk  in  bumpers ;  but  though 
Hopkins  paid  due  honour  to  it,  like  the  rest, 
the  wine  seemed  only  to  make  him  more 
fidgetty  than  before. 

"  By  the  by,  Hopkins,"  said  the  President, 
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"  I  have  heard  it  rumoured  that  you    are 
going  on  the  India  staff  again." 

"That  I  certainly  am,"  said  Hopkins; 
"  for  who  can  live  like  a  gentleman  in  this 
beggarly  country?  Besides,  I  am  cursedly 
bored  with  your  stupid  garrison  towns,  where 
one  is  so  apt  to  meet  strange  connexions  and 
country  cousins.  I'm  devilish  sorry  I  ever 
left  the  Sunderbunds." 

"  Ah,"  said  Major  Holmes,  "  he  wants 
to  get  back  again  to  Dum-Dum  and  the 
Delhi  durbar." 

"  Much  better,"  returned  Hopkins,  "  than 
your  frowsy  old  barracks,  where  one  is 
mixed  up  with  drunken  old  soldiers,  et  hoc 
genus  omne." 

"  You'll'  enjoy  your  tiger-hunting  again," 
observed  Captain  Philips,  desirous  of  parry- 
ing this  palpable  hit  at  me. 

"  I  wouldn't  be  an  elephant  in  his  path," 
said  the  President,  "  with  that  double  rifle  of 
his." 

"  I  shoot  snobs  and  elephants    with   the 
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pistol,"  said  Hopkins.  "  I  keep  the  rifle  for- 
th e  Royal  Bengals." 

"  Well/'  said  a  young  sub,  "  I  never  heard 
of  shooting  elephants  with  a  pistol  before." 

"  Tis  true,  however,  my  dear  Allen,"  re- 
turned Hopkins ;  "  for  you  must  perceive 
there  is  no  use  in  throwing  away  rifle-balls 
on  such  great  hulking,  vulgar  scoundrels  as 
elephants,  any  more  than  a  delicate  hint  on 
obtuse  intellects  ;  as  they  only  stick  in  their 
thick  hides,  or  gross  layers  of  muscular  flesh, 
and  but  seldom  reach  a  vital  part." 

"  But  how  on  earth  do  you  shoot  the 
elephants  with  pistols  ?"  demanded  Allen. 

"  Thus  it  is,"  replied  Hopkins.  "  In  the 
first  place,  a  man  must  have  thorough  pluck 
— real  English  pluck,"  he  repeated,  laying  an 
emphasis  on  the  word,  and  looking  signifi- 
cantly at  me. 

"  Well,  well,"  said  Allen,  "  any  pluck  will 
do,  for  that  matter,  so  it  be  genuine.  What 
do  you  do  next  ?" 

"  Then,"  said  Hopkins,  "  I  take  my  stand, 

VOL.    II.  c 
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and  await  the  coming  of  the  brute,  till  he  is 
within  range.  I  then  fix  my  eye  on  the  spot 
to  be  hit ;"  here  he  actually  did  fix  his  eye 
upon  me  in  a  manner  not  to  be  mistaken, 
for  it  was  now  more  than  evident  that  he 
was  desirous  of  picking  a  quarrel.  "That 
spot,"  he  continued,  "  is  a  small  hollow  just 
above  the  eye,  through  which  I  send  my  ball 
right  into  his  brain ;  and  the  brute,  however 
gross,  or  strong,  or  muscular  he  may  be,  falls 
dead  at  my  feet." 

The  purport  of  all  these  sly  hints  and 
inuendoes  was  now  so  palpable,  that  common 
decency  required  me  to  bring  the  matter  to  a 
head,  before  he  should  be  emboldened  to  utter 
anything  more  gross  or  outrageous.  I  there- 
fore quietly  observed : 

"  These  elephants,  they  say,  are  remark- 
ably expert  with  their  trunks,  and  can  pick 
up  a  pin,  or  thread  a  needle  with  the  un- 
wieldy member." 

"Well,  Sir,"  said  Hopkins,  roughly, 
"  what  of  that  ?" 
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f<  Simply  this,"  I  replied  :  "  suppose  the 
elephant  you  meant  to  hit  had  a  nine-pounder 
levelled  at  your  own  body,  through  the  means 
of  his  trunk  or  otherwise,  don't  you  think 
your  English  pluck  might  quail  a  bit  ?" 
•  "English  pluck  never  quails,  Sir/'  re- 
torted Hopkins,  looking  as  fierce  as  ten 
furies.  "  It  doesn't  want  the  Dutch  stimu- 
lant that  inspires  the  courage  of  your  drunken 
uncle." 

This  being  a  casus  belli  not  to  be  mis- 
taken, T  immediately  replied  in  a  calm  and 
collected  manner: 

"  Captain  Hopkins,  if  you  ever  again  pre- 
sume to  utter  a  word  in  disparagement  of 
my  uncle,  I'll  wring  the  nose  off  your 
face." 

The  buzz  of  genial  chat  instantly  ceased ; 
a  deep  silence  reigned  around,  and  every  eye 
was  fixed  on  the  belligerents,  in  expectation 
of  the  denouement. 

Hopkins  had  become  ghastly  pale ;  his 
lips  quivered,  he    grasped  his  glass  convul- 

c  2 
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sively  to  convey  it  to  his  lips,  but  his  hand 
shook  so  that  the  wine  poured  all  down  his 
snow-white  vest  and  faultless  shirt-front; 
till,  dashing  the  glass  in  fragments  on  the 
table,  he  rushed  out  of  the  room. 

"  Gentlemen,"  said  the  President,  "  this  is 
all  parish,  and  of  course  goes  no  farther." 

"  Of  course  not,"  replied  several  voices. 

"  It's  all  right,"  said  one. 

"  Bravo,  Judge  Advocate !"  cried  an- 
other. 

"  Go  it,  Percy,  my  boy !"  said  a 
third. 

I  now  rose,  and  also  retired  from  the 
mess-room,  having  first  whispered  a  request 
to  Captain  Philips,  who  sat  next  me,  to 
follow  me  to  my  quarters. 

"  Well,"  said  Philips,  when  we  had  got  to 
my  barrack-room,  "  it  couldn't  have  been 
otherwise.  I  saw  what  was  coming  from  the 
very  beginning." 

"  I  hope,"  1  said,  "  you  do  not,  therefore, 
disapprove  of  my  conduct." 
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"  Not  in  the  least,"  he  replied ;  "  it  was 
evidently  forced  upon  you.  Indeed,  I  must 
say  you  evinced  a  great  deal  of  forbearance, 
and  that  seems  to  be  the  general  opinion." 

"  Then  I  trust  you  will  be  kind  enough 
to  act  for  me  in  this  matter,"  I  con- 
tinued. 

"  Certainly,"  he  replied,  "  and  I  was  going 
to  say  with  pleasure ;  but  the  occasion  may 
very  well  dispense  with  that  hackneyed 
term." 

Our  conversation  was  soon  after  interrupted 
by  a  knock  ;  and  Philips  going  to  the  door, 
found  it  was  Brevet-Major  Jones,  with  a 
message  from  Hopkins.  My  friend,  accord- 
ingly accompanied  him  to  settle  preliminaries, 
while  I  occupied  myself  in  preparing  for  the 
event. 

In  half-an-hour  Philips  returned,  and  said 
that  everything  was  arranged  for  the  morn- 
ing. 

M  As  your  division  marches  at  eight  o'clock," 
said  Philips,  "  we  have  settled  the  meeting  to 
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take    place    at    day-light,   between    six    and 


seven." 


"  Very  well,"  I  said,  "  I  shall  just  have 
time  to.  take  a  snooze  before  Conolly  packs 
up  my  bed  for  the  baggage  waggon." 

"  I  never  saw  such  a  conceited  fool  as  your 
adversary,"  observed  Philips.  "  There  he  is, 
strutting  up  and  down  his  barrack-room, 
vapouring  about  his  favourite  duelling  pistols  ; 
and  boasting  that  in  one  month,  he  had  shot 
with  them  three  Baboos,  one  Qui  Hi,  and  a 
Griffin.  I  suppose  he  meant  some  wild 
beasts  of  the  jungle." 

"  No,  no,"  I  replied,  "  those  all  belong  to 
the  Bipes  implume  species.  The  Baboo  is 
the  Indian  gentleman,  the  Griffin  a  Johnny 
Raw,  and  he  himself  is  a  specimen  of  the 
genus  Qui  Hi." 

"  I  thought  it  was  some  cock-and-a-bull 
story  like  that  of  the  elephant,"  observed 
Philips.  "  If  we  take  his  own  word  for  it, 
he's  the  most  blood-thirsty  fellow  in  Eu- 
rope." 
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"  Line-crossers,"  I  said,  "  are  privileged  to 
draw  the  long  bow." 

"  The  puppy  has  the  impudence  to  say," 
continued  Philips,  "  that  in  restoring  his 
favourite  pistols,  you  have  given  him  a  stick 
to  break  your  own  head." 

"  If  that  be  the  case,"  I  replied,  "  I  must 
give  him  a  Roland  for  his  Oliver;  and,  in 
diplomatic  phrase,  leave  the  decision  to  the 
God  of  battles." 

Philips  now  looked  at  my  pistols — the  old 
brass-barrelled  pair  I  had  received  as  a  final 
gift  from  my  poor  father  on  leaving  him. 

"  Well,"  he  said,  laughing  heartily  at  their 
homely  appearance,  "  nobody  will  ever  take 
you  for  a  professed  duellist,  at  all  events." 

"  I  trust  not,"  I  replied ;  "  for  I  am  by  no 
means  ambitious  of  the  title.  But  I  am  de- 
cidedly of  opinion  that  one  man  who  kills  a 
robber  in  defence  of  his  property,  is  as  much 
a  murderer  as  another  wTho  shoots  an  adver- 
sary in  defence  of  his  honour,  which  is  a 
thousand  times  more  precious." 
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"Decidedly;"  said  Philips;  "but  don't 
you  think,  my  dear  fellow,  that  I  ought  to  go 
and  provide  you  with  a  better  pair  ?" 

"  On  no  account,"  I  replied  ;  "  the  secret 
is  already  in  the  keeping  of  too  many  ;  and 
I  wouldn't  for  the  world  that  any  cause  of 
prevention  should  originate  on  my  side." 

"  You're  quite  right,"  said  Philips ;  "  but 
I  doubt  if  so  exquisite  a  Qui  Hi  will  con- 
descend to  be  shot  by  such  vulgar  bull-dogs." 

Philips  having  wished  me  a  good  night,  I 
went  to  bed,  and  slept  soundly  till  half-past 
five;  when,  being  called  by  my  faithful 
Conolly,  I  dressed,  got  into  a  chaise  with  my 
friend,  and  we  drove  to  the  ground,  which 
was  a  field  some  little  distance  from  Rochester, 
on  the  banks  of  the  Medway.  We  arrived 
a  few  minutes  before  the  appointed  time ;  but 
had  not  waited  long,  when  another  chaise 
drove  up,  containing  Hopkins,  his  friend,  and 
his  regimental  surgeon. 

It  was  a  cold,  damp  morning  in  the  be- 
ginning of  February,  and  we  were  all  muffled 
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up  in  great  coats,  except  my  adversary,  whose 
foppery  was  displayed,  even  on  such  an  oc- 
casion as  the  present.  He  wore  a  light  blue 
and  silver  cavalry  jacket,  which  set  off  the 
symmetry  of  his  person  to  great  advantage ; 
while,  as  he  jumped  from  the  chaise,  hum- 
ming an  air  with  great  nonchalance,  and 
went  towards  his  position  in  a  sort  of  waltz 
step,  he  took  a  white  cambric  handkerchief 
from  his  pocket ;  twirling  this  about  two  or 
three  times,  he  tied  it  round  his  waist,  with  an 
affectation  of  boyish  levity  that  was  perfectly 
absurd. 

Twelve  paces  being  measured,  we  took  our 
ground,  and  our  seconds,  having  loaded  and 
delivered  to  us  our  pistols,  retired  a  short 
distance  ;  it  being  arranged,  as  we  wTere  both 
crack  shots,  that  Major  Jones  should  simply 
give  the  word  "  fire  !"  when  he  thought  it  most 
convenient  to  do  so.  We  were  not,  however, 
left  long  in  suspense  ;  the  word  was  given, 
both  pistols  were  instantly  raised,  and  went 
as  one,  and  both  took  effect. 

c  3 
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I  had  scarcely  pulled  the  trigger  of  mine, 
when  I  felt  a  shock  in  my  upper  left  arm, 
as  if  it  had  been  suddenly  wrenched  out  of 
the  socket ;  but  I  had  presence  of  mind 
enough  to  stand  as  if  nothing  had  happened, 
while  my  adversary  was  on  the  ground, 
groaning  in  a  most  dismal  manner. 

Every  one  ran  to  the  fallen  man;  who, 
after  the  surgeon  had  examined  the  nature 
of"  his  wound,  was  carried  to  his  chaise,  and 
driven  slowly  off,  his  heavy  moans  striking 
upon  my  young  heart  like  the  knell  of  de- 
parting happiness.  I  was  badly  wounded 
myself,  but  I  felt  it  not,  I  wasted  not  a 
thought  upon  my  own  safety,  or  probable 
sufferings  :  all  my  anxiety  was  for  my  un- 
happy antagonist ;  and  I  felt  such  a  sudden 
gush  of  intense  pity  and  remorse,  that  it  was 
by  the  most  powerful  effort  I  restrained  the 
tears  that  were  almost  bursting  from  my 
eyes. 

Philips  came  towards  me  with  an  appear- 
ance of  hilarity  that  I  could  see  was  feigned, 
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and  said,  with  an  attempt  at  cheerful- 
ness. 

"  You  have  spoiled  his  dancing  for  some 
time,  at  least ;  he  is  badly  hit  in  the  hip. 
But,  good  heavens  !  you  are  bleeding — you 
are  hit,  yourself!  Well,  I  must  say  you 
take  it  as  if  you  were  used  to  it.  Ay — there 
it  is,  within  an  inch  of  your  heart.  But  it's 
your  own  fault,  my  dear  fellow ;  he  couldn't 
miss  you,  for  you  stood  full  front  to  him." 

"  That's  a  way  we  have  on  the  sod,"  I 
replied,  with  a  faint  smile ;  "  there  we  always 
show  at  least  a  fair  front  to  the  enemy." 

"  Then  it's  a  custom  more  honoured  in 
the  breach  than  the  observance,"  said  Philips, 
drily.  "  In  future,  pray  take  a  lesson  from 
Alphabet  Hopkins  j  you  saw  how  beautifully 
he  stood  sideways,  screwing  in  his  stomach, 
and  leaving  no  more  surface  than  the  edge 
of  a  deal  board.  I  doubt  much  if  you'd 
have  hit  him  at  all,  especially  with  that 
brazen  bull-dog  of  yours,  if  the  puppy  hadn't 
tied  a  white  handkerchief  round  his  waist." 
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"  That's  it,"  I  replied."  With  all  his  science, 
he  committed  a  capital  error ;  for  my  eye  was 
irresistibly  attracted  by  the  white  handker- 
chief." 

I  was  now  bleeding  pretty  fast,  and  getting 
weak.  We  therefore  got  into  our  chaise,  and 
started  for  the  barracks :  but  when  I  arrived 
at  my  quarters,  I  found  them  empty  ;  for  I 
had  kept  the  matter  so  profound  a  secret 
from  Mr.  Conolly,  that  he  had  placed  my 
baggage  on  the  waggons,  and  started  with 
the  rear  guard  at  least  half  an  hour 
before. 

In  this  dilemma,  Philips  took  me  to  his 
quarters,  put  me  into  his  own  bed,  and 
sent  for  one  of  the  depot  surgeons,  who 
proceeded  forthwith  to  extract  the  ball,  which 
had  lodged  in  the  muscular  part  of  the  arm, 
and  gave  me  considerable  pain  ;  causing,  also, 
such  an  effusion  of  blood,  that  I  became  ex- 
cessively weak  and  sick  at  the  stomach. 

I  was  very  anxious,  notwithstanding,  to 
get  up,  and  march  with  the  division ;  but  the 
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surgeon  declared  he  wouldn't  answer  for  my 
life,  if  I  stirred  even  out  of  bed  for  a  fort- 
night. This  intelligence  nearly  drove  me 
mad  ;  but  when,  a  few  minutes  after,  I  heard 
the  division  marching  off,  and  the  band  play- 
ing "  The  Girl  I  left  behind  me,"  I  was 
almost  delirious  with  vexation  and  disap- 
pointment. 

My  friends,  however,  rallied  round  me ; 
told  me  there  was  no  use  in  fretting,  that 
patience  was  the  order  of  the  day,  and  that 
every  sigh  I  heaved  added  twenty-four  hours 
to  my  confinement.  I  fortunately  had  sense 
enough  left  to  acknowledge  the  truth  of  their 
observations,  and  I  therefore  kept  myself 
quiet,  not  to  retard  my  cure.  But  in  a  few 
days  intelligence  arrived  of  the  sailing  of  the 
transports  for  Lisbon.  This  threw  me  into 
another  paroxysm  of  impatience;  and  I  bit- 
terly bewailed  my  fate  at  seeing  the  glory 
with  which  I  had  so  long  fed  my  hopes,  so 
unexpectedly  snatched  from  my  too  eager 
grasp. 
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I  was  obliged,  however,  to  submit  to  that 
inexorable  destiny  which  not  only  mocks  all 
human  hopes,  and  baffles  all  human  efforts, 
but,  by  showing  us  that  we  are  the  mere  slaves 
of  necessity,  deprives  us  even  of  the  merit 
of  patience,  and  the  comfort  of  philosophy. 
To  kill  time,  in  this  dilemma,  as  well  as  to 
prepare  myself  for  future  operations,  I  now 
renewed  my  acquaintance  with  the  majestic 
old  Castilian ;  and  took  lessons  from  a  young 
Spaniard,  who  had  been  driven  from  his 
country  by  the  atrocious  Godoy,  for  loving  it 
"  not  wisely,  but  too  well."  With  him  I 
read  and  conversed  a  good  deal  during  the 
progress  of  my  cure ;  and  the  facility  I  ob- 
tained from  this  regular  practice  was  of 
essential  service  to  me,  much  sooner  than  J 
expected. 
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CHAPTER  III. 


THE    BAY    OF    BISCAY. 


I  was  at  length  sufficiently  convalescent 
to  quit  the  confinement  of  my  barrack-room, 
to  take  air  and  exercise ;  and  the  joy  I  felt 
on  the  occasion  was  so  great,  that  I  sin- 
cerely pitied  my  adversary,  who  was  still 
in  bed,  and  likely  to  continue  so  for  some 
months  to  come;  the  extraction  of  the  ball 
having  been  a  difficult  and  troublesome 
affair,  while  the  excessive  irritation  of  his 
mind  had  thrown  him  into  a  fever. 

One  morning,  as  I  was  lounging  about  in 
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the  tepid  warmth  of  a  March  sun,  a  brother 
officer  came  running  up,  exclaiming : 

"  Well,  Judge  Advocate  !  I  have  good 
news  for  you." 

"  What  is  it,  my  dear  Goodlad  ?"  I 
demanded. 

<c  I  knowT,"  he  replied  "  that  you  are  pining 
for  your  regiment,  and  in  a  terrible  hurry  to 
go  and  get  knocked  on  the  head ;  so  I  wrote 
to  my  sailor  brother  to  ask  him  if  he  could 
help  you  to  a  passage." 

"  You  excellent  fellow,  wTith  a  most  appro- 
priate name  !"  I  exclaimed,  "  what  did  your 
sailor  brother  say  in  reply  ?" 

"  Here  is  his  letter,"  said  Goodlad.  "  He 
informs  me  that  he  sails  for  Lisbon  in  three 
days  hence,  with  despatches  and  a  mail ;  and 
says,  like  a  sea-going  monster  as  he  is,  that 
if  you  can  rough  it  in  a  four  gun  cutter,  and 
will  bear  a  hand,  and  clap  on  canvass,  he'll 
trundle  you  over  to  that  dirty  city,  in  the 
twirling  of  a  handspike." 

I  was  so  delighted,  that  I  warmly  embraced 
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my  young  friend,  and  immediately  wrote  an 
application  for  permission  to  join  my  regiment 
at  my  own  expense ;  a  request  that  was 
granted  without"  any  difficulty.  Having  no 
baggage  left,  through  Mr.  Conolly's  great 
attention  to  that  part  of  his  duty,  my  prepa- 
rations were  soon  made;  and,  before  I 
started  for  my  regiment,  I  passed  one  more 
pleasant  evening  with  my  friends,  at  the  gar- 
rison mess,  now  reduced  to  twenty  members ; 
being  overwhelmed  on  every  side  with  good 
wishes,  and  kind  predictions  of  success  ;  and 
not  a  few  hints  and  inuendoes  of  how  I  was 
to  conduct  myself  with  las  buenas  muchachas. 
It  was  a  fine  night,  as  I  sallied  alone  from 
the  mess,  to  seek  my  barrack-room.  All  was 
calm  and  silent ;  and  the  full  moon,  cloudless 
and  serene,  shed  a  brilliant  splendour  over 
the  heavens  and  the  earth,  as  if  anxious  to 
bind  them  together  in  one  bond  of  peace, 
unity,  and  love.  My  heart  seemed  subdued 
as  I  looked  upwards;  every  feeling  of 
hostility    and    pride,    that   may   have  lurked 
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there,  even  unknown  to  myself,  vanished 
under  the  mild  influence  of  the  scene ;  and  a 
glow  of  intense  brotherly  affection  filled  my 
breast,  for  all  the  race  of  man. 

In  this  mood,  I  was  passing  the  quarters 
of  my  late  antagonist,  which  were  on  the 
ground-floor.  All  was  silent  within,  but 
there  was  a  light  burning,  which  indicated 
the  watchfulness  of  the  sick  chamber ;  and  his 
servant  was  leaning  against  the  outer  door- 
post, looking  up  at  the  moon,  just  as  I  had 
been  myself,  a  few  moments  before. 

A  sudden  impulse  induced  me  to  stop,  and 
1  said  to  his  servant, — 

"  Jenkins,  how  is  your  master  ?" 

"  He's  getting  on  nicely,  now,  Sir  ?"  re- 
plied Jenkins;  "but  he  has  had  a  severe 
bout  of  it." 

"  Is  he  asleep  or  awake  ?"  I  asked. 

"  He  was  dozing  just  now,  Sir,"  replied 
Jenkins ;  "  but  he  doesn't  sleep  long,  for  he 
still  suffers  a  good  deal." 

"  I  am  going  to  join  my  regiment  in  the 


PERCY    BLAKE.  43 

morning,"  I  said.     "  Could  I  step  in,  and 
bid  him  good-bye  ?" 

"  Certainly,    Sir,"    said    Jenkins ;     "  why 

not  r 

I  accordingly  walked  in  to  look,  with  a 
feeling  very  remote  from  hostility,  on  the 
wreck  I  myself  had  made  \  in  defence  of  that 
honour,  which  is  not  only  the  air  we  breathe, 
but  the  very  bread  we  eat,  wanting  which  we 
die  a  living  death  of  obloquy  and  shame  : 
while  in  defending  it,  at  the  risk  of  existence, 
we  incur  the.  anathema  of  all  who  arrogate 
to  themselves  a  monopoly  of  virtue.  Singular 
paradox  of  human  thought ! 

Hopkins  was  lying  on  his  left  side,  the 
position  to  which  his  wound  had  so  long 
confined  him.  His  handsome  features  were 
pale  and  bloodless,  his  cheeks  hollow,  his  eyes, 
which  were  closed,  sunk  deep  in  his  head, 
while  a  quick,  uncertain  breathing  still  indi- 
cated the  presence  of  fever.  There  was  an 
open  letter  in  his  right  hand,  from  a 
mother,  perhaps,   or  a  sister;    or  it   might 
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have  some  relation  to  a  miniature  that  lay 
upon  his  table,  for  an  expression  of  sadness 
seemed  mingled  in  his  features  with  one  of 
pain. 

I  sat  down  by  his  bedside,  the  curtains  of 
which  were  thrown  back  ;  and  as  1  gazed  on 
the  motionless  figure  before  me,  my  eyes 
filled  with  tears,  and  1  took  him  gently  by 
the  hand.  Hopkins  slowly  unclosed  his  eyes 
and  looked  at  me ;  but,  as  if  uncertain  of 
the  correctness  of  his  vision,  he  put  up  his 
hand  to  shade  .his  brow  from  the  light  of 
the  candles  that  were  burning  on  the  table, 
and  then  exclaimed,  with  an  accent  of  sur- 
prise,— 

"  Good  heavens  !     Can  it  be  you,  Blake  ?" 

"  My  dear  Hopkins,"  I  said,  pressing  his 
feverish  hand,  "  I  hope  you  will  pardon  this 
intrusion  :  but  I  start  for  the  Peninsula  in 
the  morning,  and  couldn't  go  without  bidding 
you  good-bye." 

"Well,"  he  exclaimed,  after  a  moment's 
pause,  "  Blake,  you  never  conquered  me  till 
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now ;  but  this  is  an  act  of  manly  kindness 
that  I  shall  never  forget." 

"  Then  I  am  truly  happy,"  I  returned, 
"  that  I  have  at  last  taken  a  step  to  which  my 
wishes  have  often  prompted  me." 

"  So  am  I,"  he  replied  ;  "  for  my  mind, 
which  has  long  been  agitated  by  conflicting 
feelings  about  you,  is  now  at  rest ;  and  I  feel 
assured  that  your  generous  visit  will  do  me 
more  good  than  all  the  attentions  of  our 
worthy  doctor." 

"  It  will  be  a  great  consolation  to  me,"  1 
said,  "  where  I  am  going,  that  we  .part 
friends." 

"  As  truly  and  sincerely,"  he  replied,  "  as 
once  we  were  enemies.  But  I  am  sorry  to 
see  your  arm  still  in  a  sling ;  they  told  me 
you  were  quite  well." 

"  I  shall  soon  lay  it  by  altogether,"  I  an- 
swered, "  for  T  have  been  too  long  indulged 
in  luxury  and  idleness." 

"  Would  to  heaven  I  were  going  with  you 
to-morrow,"  said  poor  Hopkins,  with  a  sigh, 
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"  for  I  begin  to  feel  that  my  whole  life  has 
been  nothing  but  idleness." 

We  parted  soon  after,  with  warm  and 
sincere  wishes  for  each  other's  happiness. 

"  Good  bye,  my  dear  fellow,"  I  said,  press- 
ing his  hand ;  "  I  hope  we  shall  meet  again 
under  happier  auspices." 

"  God  bless  you,  Percy  Blake ! "  he  re- 
plied, returning  my  pressure.  "  If  you  ever 
come  to  India,  be  sure  you  inquire  for 
Alphabet  Hopkins." 

This  being  the  first  time  my  quondam 
antagonist  had  ever  condescended,  in  any  way, 
to  notice  his  well-known  sobriquet,  I  hailed  it 
as  a  return  to  a  more  wholesome  and  unaf- 
fected mode  of  thinking ;  and  my  mind  being 
relieved  by  this  interview,  from  a  mountain 
of  anxiety,  I  started,  in  the  morning,  by 
the  mail  for  Falmouth,  where  I  arrived  just 
as  '  Blue  Peter '  was  run  up  to  the  gaff  of 
his  Majesty's  cutter,  '  Sea-gull.' 

I  lost  no  time  in  getting  on  board,  where 
I   was  received  bv  Lieutenant  Goodlad,  the 
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commander,  and  his  brother  officers,  who 
made  me  as  comfortable  as  the  limited  means 
of  so  small  a  vessel  would  allow.  They  had 
laid  in  additional  sea-stock,  with  all  sorts  of 
creature  comforts,  both  liquid  and  solid ;  and 
I  had  my  choice  of  a  berth  or  a  hammock, 
giving,  of  course,  a  preference  to  the  latter. 
They  seemed  all  jolly  good  fellows,  especially 
Goodlad  himself,  who  was,  without  exception, 
the  most  obliging,  good-tempered  fellow  I 
ever  met  with.  In  short,  with  "  all  appli- 
ances and  means  to  boot,"  we  had  every 
reason  to  anticipate  a  most  delightful  pas- 
sage. 

On  Wednesday,  at  noon,  the  23rd  of 
March,  we  got  under  weigh,  and  stood  our 
course  for  Lisbon  with  a  leading  wind.  But 
we  had  scarcely  got  out  of  the  chaps  of  the 
Channel,  when  a  heavy  gale  came  on  from 
the  north  west;  and  the  appearance  of  the 
weather  was  such,  on  Sunday  evening,  that 
the  mainsail  was  furled,  the  trysail  set,  and 
everything  made  snug  for  the  night. 
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Being  "  only  a  lodger,"  as  the  song  says, 
I  turned  into  my  hammock  immediately 
after  supper,  leaving  my  messmates  to  con- 
tend with  the  spirit  of  the  storm.  There  I 
lay  for  some  time,  between  waking  and  sleep- 
ing; listening  to  the  roaring  of  the  wind, 
the  dashing  of  the  waves,  the  creaking  of 
the  bulkheads,  the  boatswain's  pipe,  and  the 
rumbling  of  the  carronades,  not  taut  enough 
in  their  breachings  ;  till  the  din  at  length 
became  so  infernal,  that  I  got  up,  wrapped 
my  boat-cloak  around  me,  and  poked  my 
head  up  the  cabin  hatchway,  to  have  a  look 
at  the  state  of  affairs. 

It  was  very  evident  that  March,  however 
it  came  in,  was  determined  to  go  out  like  a 
lion  ;  for  the  sky  had  assumed  a  wild  and 
most  threatening  aspect,  and  the  billows  were 
tossing  their  heads  on  high,  in  a  manner 
which,  to  the  practised  eye  of  the  mariner, 
indicated  a  tempest  of  no  ordinary  violence. 
It  accordingly  came  on,  as  the  darkness  of 
the  night  increased,  with  a  fury  calculated 
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to  shake  the  stoutest  heart,  and  to  appal  the 
oldest  seaman. 

The  cutter,  however,  had  plenty  of  sea 
room,  being  then  about  two  hundred  miles  to 
the  westward  of  the  Lizard,  in  the  Bay  of 
Biscay.  But  the  wind  blew  through  the 
night  with  such  steady  and  terrific  violence, 
repeatedly  carrying  away  the  trysail  sheets ; 
and  the  sea  rolled  in  such  mountainous 
billows,  that  early  on  Monday  morning  all 
hands  were  turned  up,  and  the  cutter  was 
hove  to  under  topsail,  and  close-reefed 
foresail  and  jib. 

Under  this  very  reduced  canvass,  the 
"  Sea-gull "  lay  to  for  some  time,  until  a 
heavy  sea,  which  struck  her  forward,  carried 
away  some  of  her  bulwarks ;  and  it  was 
found  necessary  soon  after  to  close-reef  the 
trysail.  While  all  hands  were  on  deck 
engaged  in  this  operation,  a  tremendous  sea 
struck  the  cutter  a  midships,  and  threw  her 
on  her  beam  ends;  sweeping  with  terrific 
violence  into  the  foaming  billows,  four  and 
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twenty  officers  and  seamen,  three  of  her  four 
guns,  the  tanks,  binnacles,  and  compasses: 
shivering  the  mast  into  three  pieces ;  which, 
with  sails,  rigging,  spars,  hatches,  bulwarks, 
and  everything  in  short  that  came  in  contact 
with  its  irresistible  fury,  were  swept,  in  one 
undistinguishable  mass  of  destruction,  into 
the  yawning  gulf  that  seemed  ready  to 
devour  them. 

Sixteen  fine  fellows,  of  the  four  and  twenty, 
who  w7ere  thus  plunged  into  the  foaming 
abyss,  were  lost  for  ever:  the  remaining 
eight,  including  two  officers,  were  thrown 
back  by  the  returning  wave  upon  the  deck, 
without  any  exertion  of  their  own ;  perfectly 
unconscious,  so  rapid  was  the  occurrence,  of 
the  imminent  danger  they  had  incurred,  and 
their  most  singular  escape. 

But,  though  once  more  on  board  the  cutter, 
their  situation,  like  our  own,  seemed  as 
perilous  as  ever;  for  the  sea  descended  in 
torrents  down  the  now  uncovered  hatchways, 
the  ballast  was  thrown  up  and  tossed  in  all 
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directions,  the  chain  cable  was  pitched  out  of 
its  locker,  and  everything  on  board  was 
capsized,  and  flung  out  of  its  place.  In  short, 
the  utter  destruction  of  the  vessel  seemed 
inevitable;  for  the  sea  made  a  clear  breach 
over  her  deck,  filling  the  hold  and  cabins,  and 
tearing  away,  with  irresistible  fury,  everything 
that  opposed  it. 

Still,  however,  even  in  the  jaws  of  des- 
truction, there  is  something  in  the  heart  of 
man,  especially  of  a  British  sailor,  that 
prompts  him  to  struggle  boldly  with  his 
fate ;  and  it  was  this  indomitable  principle 
alone,  that  saved  the  poor  remnant  of  the 
cutter's  crew.  Being  freed  from  the  heavy 
weight  of  her  mast  and  rigging,  which  were 
now  tossing  about  on  the  billows,  the 
'  Sea-gull ;  righted  and  regained  her  buoyancy ; 
but  the  sea  was  still  pouring  in  torrents 
down  the  uncovered  hatchways,  and  every 
moment  increased  the  probability  of  her 
being  water-logged. 

To    prevent     this    catastrophe,     we    all 
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laboured  incessantly  to  cover  the  hatchways 
with  hammocks,  beds,  blankets,  &c. :  but 
these  being  constantly  washed  off,  the  water  still 
had  free  admission  ;  till,  bereft  of  almost  every 
hope,  we  fancied  that  the  cutter  was  settling 
fast  by  the  stern,  and  expected  her  every 
moment  to  founder.  Still,  we  left  nothing 
untried  that  might  conduce  to  our  safety ; 
and  the  pump-gear  having  been  washed  away, 
we  commenced,  with  determined  patience,  to 
bale  out  the  water  with  a  tin  kettle,  which  did 
not  hold  more  than  a  gallon,  and  was 
almost  the  only  utensil  that  was  left  in  the 
vessel. 

This  was,  indeed,  an  arduous  and  dis- 
heartening task ;  but  "  courage  mounteth 
with  occasion,"  and  the  maxim  of  the  British 
tar  is  "  Never  say  die  !"  Fortunately,  the 
hull  of  the  vessel  was  uninjured ;  consequently, 
there  were  no  leaks,  and  the  cutter  lay  pretty 
high  out  of  the  water.  It  was,  therefore, 
hoped  that  by  patient  perseverance  the  body 
of  water  she  had  shipped  might  be  reduced  ; 
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and,  in  fact,  after  labouring  hard  for  four- 
and-twenty  hours,  it  was  sufficiently  dimi- 
nished to  allow  us  a  little  respite  from  the 
labour  of  baling. 

Having  so  far  gained  on  the  enemy,  the 
jib  was  rigged  on  the  stump  of  the  mast 
which  remained,  to  serve  for  a  mainsail :  a 
foresail  was  converted  into  a  jib,  an  old  boat's 
sail  was  set  up  for  a  mizen  ;  and  under  this 
wretched  canvass  the  head  of  the  '  Sea-gull' 
was  kept  to  her  course,  as  nearly  as  we  could 
judge,  without  chart,  compass,  and  quadrant, 
which  had  all  been  swept  out  and  buried  in 
the  remorseless  deep.  But  the  gale,  though 
it  still  prevailed  with  unabated  fury,  continued 
happily  to  blow  from  one  point,  which,  being 
fair,  permitted  the  cutter  to  remain  on  one 
tack ;  a  most  favourable  circumstance,  for 
had  she  been  compelled  to  go  on  another,  she 
would,  owing  to  the  ballast  having  shifted,  in 
all  probability  have  capsized. 

Matters  being  thus  brought  to   something 
"  ship-shape"  like,  we  were  enabled  to  look 
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about,  and  contemplate    the   ruin  that  sur- 
rounded us.     Two  of  the  officers,  who  were 
below  when  the   sea  had  struck  the  vessel, 
had  been  fairly  washed  out  of  their  cabins, 
and  forced  upon  deck  with  nothing  but  their 
shirts  on.     But  whatever    ideas  of  drollery 
may  have  been  excited  by  their  forlorn  aspect, 
they  were  soon  checked  by,  the  appearance  of 
a  quantity  of  blood,   staining  some  flags  on 
the  quarter-deck  ;  from   which  we  drew  the 
melancholy    conclusion,    that    some     of    our 
gallant  messmates  had  been  crushed  to  death 
by  the  falling  spars,    before  they  had  been 
washed    off  the   deck    of  the   vessel.       Our 
sympathy  was  soon  after  still  further  excited 
on  beholding  the  bodies  of  two  or   three  of 
them  floating  at  some  distance  on  a  portion 
of  the  wreck,  stark  and  rigid  in  the  grasp  of 
death. 

The  cold  was  now  intense ;  and  the  scanty 
covering  which  had  been  spared  to  us,  poor 
souls,  being  thoroughly  drenched,  only  served 
to    enhance   the    severity    of    the     weather. 
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Towards  evening,  however,  the  wind  having 
moderated  a  little,  we  were  enabled  to  light  a 
fire,  the  caboose  fortunately  not  having  been 
carried  away  ;  and,  as  another  piece  of  good 
fortune,  the  cook,  who  has  generally  a  secret 
locker  of  his  own,  produced  a  leg  of  mutton, 
a  sheep's  head,  and  a  cold  ham.  Of  the 
former  we  made  some  very  passable  soup  in 
the  ship's  coppers  ;  and  Lieutenant  Goodlad 
having  produced  five  or  six  bottles  of  brandy 
from  his  secret  locker,  we  made  a  supper 
worthy  of  the  gods  ;  for,  though  our  biscuit 
was  thoroughly  soaked  with  salt  water,  we 
improved  it  wonderfully  by  an  infusion  of 
Cognac. 

On  Wednesday,  the  30th,  a  brig  hove 
in  sight  to  leeward,  towards  evening ;  and, 
as  we  drifted  down  towards  her,  we  fired 
our  only  remaining  gun,  and  thus  attracted 
the  notice  of  the  stranger,  which  proved  to 
be  a  Frenchman.  Having  neared  the  '  Sea- 
gull,' the  captain  offered  to  send  a  boat  for 
us,  if  we  would  abandon  the  wreck,  saying 
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he  could  do  nothing  for,  or  with,  the  hull. 
The  unconquerable  pride  of  a  British  Tar, 
however,  here  evinced  itself:  Lieutenant 
Goodlad  refused  to  abandon  his  ship,  so  long 
as  her  planks  held  together,  while,  with  three 
cheers,  we  all  declared  our  resolution  to  stick 
by  him  to  the  last;  and  the  Frenchman, 
finding  it  useless  to  urge  the  matter,  filled 
his  sails  and  stood  his  course. 

About  ten  o'clock  on  the  same  night,  an 
English  brig  from  Liverpool  fell  in  with  us, 
and  ranging  up  alongside,  the  captain 
proffered  his  assistance.  This  being  ac- 
cepted, he  ordered  a  boat  to  be  lowered, 
and  two  men  to  get  into  it  to  board  the 
1  Sea-gull,'  and  see  what  could  be  done  for 
our  preservation.  But,  alas  !  the  fore-tackle 
by  which  the  boat  was  suspended  unhappily 
gave  way,  and  boat  and  men  were  instantly 
engulfed  in  the  mountainous  billows.  The 
master  of  the  brig,  notwithstanding  this 
serious  loss,  hoisted  a  lantern  at  his  foretop, 
and    lay-to  all  night  in    the  midst  of   the 
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gale,   to  render  assistance  if  possible  in  the 
morning. 

Thus  passed  the  melancholy  night  of 
Wednesday ;  but,  bad  as  our  prospects  then 
were,  the  morning  brought  us  an  addition  to 
our  cares.  Towards  daylight,  if  that  could 
be  called  light  which  was  only  "  darkness 
visible,"  the  gale  increased,  with  a  heavy  sea 
and  thick  hazy  weather;  the  English  brig 
being  considerably  to  leeward,  but  on  a  wind, 
and  making  towards  the  wreck.  The  '  Sea- 
gull '  also  bore  away  towards  the  brig ;  but, 
unhappily,  the  gale  increased  with  tremendous 
violence,  accompanied  with  terrible  hail- 
storms, and  we  soon  lost  sight  of  the  brig 
altogether. 

In  this  forlorn  condition,  our  commander 
had  now  no  other  remedy  than  to  make,  as 
wTell  as  he  could  judge,  for  the  nearest  part 
of  the  Spanish  coast ;  even  at  the  risk  of 
falling  into  the  hands  of  the  French,  who 
were  in  possession,  generally,  of  the  northern 
sea-ports.     This  was  a  bad  look  out  for  one, 

d  3 
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whose  glowing  hopes  of  commencing  the 
campaign  with  some  brilliant  success  were 
likely  to  be  soon  extinguished  in  the  gloom 
of  a  French  prison.  But  it  was  ungenerous 
of  me  to  think  only  of  myself,  for  my  gallant 
companions  were  in  the  same  predicament : 
moreover,  there  was  no  help  for  it  in  our 
utterly  crippled  condition;  and  we  must 
either  run  for  the  nearest  shore,  or  perish 
miserably  in  the  gulf  that  was  yawning  to 
swallow  us. 

We  had  not  kept  our  present  course  many 
hours,  for  we  were  going  bodily  before  the 
wind,  when  a  headland,  bearing  due  south, 
loomed  in  the  distance,  raising  its  bluff 
bulwark  against  the  waves  of  the  Atlantic. 
As  we  neared  it,  Goodlad,  who  was  well 
acquainted  with  the  coast,  made  it  out  to  be 
Corunna;  from  the  deep  indentation  com- 
prising the  three  bays  of  Coninna,  Betanzos, 
and  Ferrol.  At  daylight,  on  Monday,  the 
4th  of  April,  we  had  got  in  so  well  with  the 
land,  that  we  were  distinguished  by  the  people 
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on  shore,  who  at  first  took  us  for  a  fishing 
smack ;  but  having  fired  off  the  last  shot 
we  had  "  in  the  locker,"  as  a  signal  of  distress, 
a  government  vessel  was  sent  out  to  our 
assistance.  This  having  taken  us  in  tow, 
we  were  soon  brought  in  to  the  harbour ;  to 
our  own  great  delight,  and  the  wonder  and 
admiration  of  innumerable  spectators  who 
crowded  the  '  Marina.' 
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CHAPTER  IV. 


THE   SPANISH    POSADA. 


A  party  of  Aduaneros,  or  Custom-house 
troops,  was  immediately  sent  on  board  the 
'  Sea-gull/  to  prevent  smuggling :  a  very 
needless  precaution  on  the  part  of  the 
authorities,  seeing  that  our  only  cargo  was 
salt  water ;  a  great  quantity  of  which,  with 
all  our  baling,  we  had  not  been  able  to  return 
to  its  parent  bed. 

Nothing  of  our  poor  cutter  now  remained 
but  the  bare  hull,  and  the  stumps  of  her 
broken  mast  and  bowsprit ;  while  the  deck 
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was  strewn  with  fragments  of  everything,  in 
every  state  of  dilapidation ;  hats,  boots, 
clothes,  charts,  lanterns,  crockery-ware,  &c, 
&c,  scattered  about  in  hopeless  confusion, 
and  irretrievably  ruined.  The  bulwarks  were 
all  torn  to  atoms,  the  boats  gone,  and  not 
a  vestige  left  of  rigging,  spars,  hatches,  &c. 
&c.  The  ship's  journals,  log-books,  and 
books  of  sailing  directions,  were  all  cut  to 
pieces  below,  by  the  shifting  to  and  fro  of  the 
shingle  ballast  which  pervaded  every  part  of 
the  vessel,  and  they  came  up  eventually,  piece- 
meal, through  the  pumps.  A  small  portion 
of  the  mail  was  preserved ;  but  the  great  mass 
of  it,  comprising  newspapers,  government  de- 
spatches of  the  utmost  importance,  love-letters 
complaining  of  silence,  and  duns  threaten- 
ing arrest,  was  actually  reduced,  by  the  long 
rolling  process  it  had  undergone,  to  papier 
mache — many  a  precious  secret,  and  fond, 
confiding  thought,  being  now  nothing  better 
than  pap. 

We  lost  no  time  in  making  ourselves  ac- 
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quainted  with  the  state  of  affairs  on  shore, 
and  learned,  to  our  infinite  satisfaction,  that 
there  was  not  a  single  Frenchman  at  Corunna ; 
the  garrison  having  been  recently  withdrawn, 
to  swell  the  numbers  of  the  "  Army  of  Por- 
tugal," with  which  Massena  was  now  about 
to  overwhelm  the  British  troops,  and  drive 
the  hated  "  leopards"  into  the  sea. 

Still,  however,  the  Spanish  authorities  in 
Corunna  were  placed  in  a  dilemma  by  our 
unwelcome  advent :  for,  if  they  ventured  to 
show  any  particular  interest  in  our  welfare, 
the  French  would  doubtless  remember  it  to 
their  cost  on  their  return;  and  they  could 
not  well  refuse  sympathy  and  assistance  to 
the  distressed  officers  and  seamen  of  a  power 
that  was  making  such  gigantic  efforts  to 
free  their  country  from  its  Gallic  thraldom. 
In  this  predicament  they  adopted  a  mezzo 
termine,  and  came  to  the  prudent  resolution 
of  ignoring  our  existence  altogether.  Thus 
we  lay  in  the  harbour,  like  a  waif  that 
nobody  would  own ;  while  even  the  manorial 
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rights  of  flocsom  and  jetsam  were  abandoned, 
from  an  apprehension  of  being  embroiled  by 
meddling  with  one  or  other  of  the  contending 
belligerents. 

Fortunately,  we  were  not  starved  in  this 
nondescript  position  of  ours ;  for  we  had 
abundant  supplies  of  all  descriptions  from 
the  shore,  duly  paying  for  the  same.  We 
also  obtained,  on  application,  another  in- 
dulgence, viz.,  permission  to  visit  the  tomb, 
or  rather  the  grave,  of  our  gallant  country- 
man, Sir  John  Moore  ;  but  even  this  was  by 
moonlight,  and  under  the  most  vigilant  super- 
vision of  the  police. 

In  this  posture  of  affairs,  Goodlad  resolved 
to  await  the  result  of  an  application  to  Lisbon 
for  assistance,  which  he  was  going  to  make 
through  the  Spanish  post.  But  as  this  chan- 
nel of  communication  was  so  proverbially 
tardy,  if  not  altogether  unsafe,  as  to  involve 
the  probable  delay  of  many  weeks,  I  came 
to  a  resolution,  quite  worthy  of  so  sage  a 
person  as  myself:    this   was  to  seek  my  way 
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through  GaUicia  to  the  Portuguest  frontier, 
whence  I  thought  I  should  find  no  difficulty  in 
reaching  the  head-quarters  of  the  British  army. 

It  was  in  vain  the  worthy  Goodlad,  and  his 
few  remaining  brother-officers,  represented  to 
me  the  absurdity  and  absolute  madness  of 
such  a  course ;  the  country  being  overrun  by 
parties  of  the  enemy  in  all  directions,  while 
the  Spaniards  themselves  were  by  no  means 
trustworthy.  My  obstinate  self-will  was  proof 
against  all  their  kindness ;  and  I  was  deter- 
mined not  to  lose  the  chance  of  some  glorious 
action  at  the  opening  of  the  campaign,  through 
a  vague  apprehension  of  possible  danger. 

Accordingly,  on  a  fine  evening  in  the 
early  part  of  April,  I  parted  affectionately 
from  the  worthy  fellows,  and  bade  adieu  to 
the  '  Sea-gull,'  which  had  certainly  been  a 
bird  of  ill  omen  to  me;  my  only  wardrobe 
being  what  I  actually  stood  in,  viz.,  a  sailor's 
jacket,  check  shirt,  Russia-duck  trousers,  and 
a  natty  sou'-wester  stuck  rakishly  on  the  side 
of  my  head.     But  my  spirits  were  buoyant, 
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my  heart  was  stout ;  and  I  recollected,  as  I 
went  along,  the  philosophy  I  had  imbibed 
from  my  poor  father's  campaigning  songs,  as 
I  sat  on  his  knee  in  my  infancy. 

Exclusive  of  my  aforesaid  sea-toggery,  all 
the  worldly  wealth  the  gale  had  left  me  was 
three  doubloons.  Goodlad  wanted,  right  or 
wrong,  to  double  the  amount,  but  I  knew 
they  ought  to  be  sufficient  to  take  me  to  my 
regiment,  and  that  more  would  only  subject 
me  to  robbery  or  assassination.  I  therefore 
gratefully  declined  his  offer,  and  the  worthy 
fellow  was  quite  annoyed  ;  for  with  his  sea- 
going prejudices,  he  looked  upon  my  enter- 
prise as  if  I  were  actually  going  a  thousand 
miles  into  an  African  desert.  I  had  also  my 
brass-barrelled  pistols,  and  my  commission, 
a  tough  piece  of  parchment,  bearing  the  sig- 
nature of  George  the  Third ;  and  a  very 
queer  one  it  was  at  that  period,  consisting 
of  a  rigmarole  scrawl,  more  like  a  nest  of 
grasshoppers  than  George  Rex.  I  was 
offered  fifty  guineas  for  it  the  other  day  by 
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a  collector  of  royal  autographs,  but  refused, 
being  determined  that  it  shall  descend  as  an 
heir-loom  to  my  latest  posterity. 

It  was  dusk  when  I  landed  on  the  Marina, 
and  J  chose  this  hour  expressly  to  avoid 
observation,  having  no  passport;  for  the 
Spanish  authorities  absolutely  declined  having 
anything  whatever  to  do  with  the  crew  of  the 
'  Sea-gull,'  who  were  even  more  "  tabooed" 
at  Corunna,  than  the  "Ancient  Mariner" 
himself.  The  plan  I  had  laid  down  for  my 
guidance,  was  to  seek  some  unpretending 
posada,  where  the  arrieros,  or  muleteers, 
are  accustomed  to  put  up ;  as,  by  means  of  one 
of  these  gentry,  of  whose  sagacity  and  trust- 
worthiness I  had  heard  many  favourable  ac- 
counts, I  might  succeed  in  finding  my  way  to  the 
Portuguese  frontier.  I  accordingly  proceeded  in 
my  search,  making  as  few  inquiries  as  possible, 
to  avoid  exciting  troublesome  curiosity. 

The  streets  of  old  Corunna  were,  like  those 
of  most  Spanish  towns,  narrow,  winding  and 
dirty ;     and    the   houses   resembled    gloomy 
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prisons,  from  the  huge  iron  grating  that 
invariably  guards  the  windows  of  the  ground- 
floor.  This  floor  was  also  appropriated  as  a 
stable,  or  cow-house ;  or,  if  the  building  be- 
longed to  a  Hidalgo  of  any  pretension,  it  was 
a  large,  vacant,  dirty  hall.  There  were  very 
few  people  about,  even  at  this  early  hour, 
and  the  streets,  for  want  of  lamps,  were 
dismally  dark.  I  stumbled  on,  however, 
till  I  had  traversed  the  whole  town,  and 
made  many  ineffectual  attempts  to  procure 
a  lodging,  but  T  was  a  stranger,  and  nobody 
would  take  me  in;  while,  as  every  one  to 
whom  I  vainly  applied,  returned  my  buenas 
noches  !  with  the  customary  vaya  usted  con 
Bios !  it  sounded,  in  spirit  at  least,  wonder- 
fully like  vaya  usted  con  demonio  ! 

Thus  baffled,  I  began  to  contemplate  the 
agreeable  prospect  of  passing  the  night  in 
the  streets  ;  while,  to  mend  the  matter,  it  came 
on  to  rain  so  furiously  that  I  was  speedily  wet  to 
the  skin.  At  length,  an  old  woman,  feeling  for 
my  situation,  offered  to  show  me   a  posada, 
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where  I  would  probably  be  received;  and, 
under  the  guidance  of  this  ancient  sybil,  I 
proceeded  to  a  remote  and  dreary  part  of  the 
town,  the  houses  of  which  looked  in  a  very 
old  and  tumble-down  condition.  Into  one  of 
these,  which  certainly  had  a  most  gloomy  and 
sinister  aspect,  I  was  ushered,  and  found  the 
lowTer  apartment  filled  with  mules  and  bullocks: 
in  their  agreeable  society  I  was  left  for  a 
quarter  of  an  hour  in  the  dark ;  while  the 
whole  building  re-echoed  with  the  shrill  voice 
of  my  conductress,  as  she  endeavoured  to 
attract  to  our  assistance  some  one  belonging 
to  the  casa. 

At  length,  her  repeated  cries  seemed  to 
produce  some  effect ;  for  a  glimmering  light, 
gradually  descending  a  ricketty  staircase,  dis- 
played to  my  longing  eyes  a  squalid  looking 
female,  enveloped  in  rags  and  dirt,  who  at  a 
safe  distance  demanded  : 

"  Quien  esta  ahi  ?"* 

*  "  Who  is  there  V 
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"  Gente  de  paz,"*  replied  my  fair  friend,  in 
a  voice  which,  in  spite  of  her  assertion,  had 
something  warlike  in  its  tones. 

The  captivating  figure  of  the  stranger 
now  ventured  to  descend  a  few  steps  farther ; 
when,  having  ascertained  the  object  of  my 
visit,  she  looked  at  me  for  some  seconds  with 
a  scrutinizing  glance,  and  demanded  in  a  very 
unmusical  voice : 

"Esusted  Ingles?"f 

"  No,"  I  replied,  with  much  presence  of 
mind,  "  I  am  an  Irishman." 

"  Pues  usted  es  Christiano," j  she  exclaimed 
with  something  like  a  smile. 

"  Certainly,  Sefiora  patrona,  muy  Chris- 
tiano," I  replied,  as  I  made  the  sign  of  the 
cross  to  convince  her  of  the  fact. 

This  immediately  wrought  a  favourable 
change  in  both  ladies,  one  of  whom  exclaimed 


*  "  Friends  !" — literally,  "  people  of  peace  !" 
t  "  Are  you  an  Englishman  V 
%  "  Then  you  are  a  Christian." 
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"  Ave  Maria  purisima  !"*  and  the  other,  "  Sin 
pecado  concebida  !"t  I  was  then  invited  to 
ascend — a  welcome  summons  which  I  gladly 
obeyed,  after  heartily  thanking  my  venerable 
guide. 

I  followed  mine  hostess  up  three  flights  of 
steps,  avoiding  with  caution  the  numerous 
apertures  which  age  and  decay  had  made  in 
the  time-worn  fabric ;  until  we  arrived  at  the 
cocina,  or  kitchen,  which  was  at  the  very 
summit  of  the  building,  and  served  also  as 
parlour  and  drawing-room  to  the  numerous 
guests  who  frequented  this  delectable  establish- 
ment. 

Into  this  Cyclop's  den,  I  was  now  ushered  : 
but  whether  it  was  inhabited  by  any  other 
beings  than  myself,  I  could  only  ascertain  by 
the  confused  sound  of  many  voices ;  so  dense 
was  the  atmosphere,  and  so  thick  the  volumes 
of  smoke  that  rolled  about,  and  increased  the 

*  "Hail,  Mary,  most  pure  !" 
t  Conceived  without  sin. 
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blackness  of  the  walls  and  ceiling,  which  were 
incrusted  with  the  dirt  of  half  a  century. 

I  had  no  sooner  taken  a  seat,  in  order  to 
dry  my  clothes,  by  a  fire  that  was  composed 
of  huge  logs  of  pine  and  cork  tree,  over 
which  some  iron  pots  and  saucepans  were 
hissing  and  sending  forth  a  savoury  odour, 
than  the  patron,  or  landlord,  approaching 
with  scant  ceremony,  desired  to  see  my 
passport.  Without  any  hesitation  I  pulled 
out  my  commission,  and  displayed  it  to  his 
admiring  gaze ;  but  though  it  was  all  Greek 
and  Arabic  to  him,  yet,  being  printed  on 
vellum,  and  bearing  the  War  Office  seal, 
he  took  it  for  granted  that  it  was  all  right, 
and  invited  me  to  draw  near  the  supper- 
table. 

This  unsophisticated  festal  board  consisted 
of  two  rough  planks  rudely  joined  together, 
and  supported  upon  trestles,  or  cross  legs :  it 
was  unincumbered  with  anything  in  the 
shape  of  a  table-cloth,  which  gave  it  an  air  of 
primitive  simplicity.       This  was  very  much 
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enhanced  by  the  homely  aspect  of  a  dozen 
wooden  platters,  and  spoons  of  the  same 
material,  with  some  horn  drinking-cups, 
placed  before  as  many  very  hungry  guests  ;  for 
such  I  conjectured  them  to  be,  from  the  eager 
glances  with  which  they  hailed  the  appear- 
ance of  a  huge  earthern  pan  filled  with  a 
smoking  puchero,  or,  as  we  call  it  in 
England,  "  olla  podrida"  that  was  now 
placed  on  the  centre  of  the  supper- table. 

My  new  companions  appeared  to  be  very 
intimate  with  each  other,  and  indeed  con- 
nected together  by  some  tie  either  of 
brotherhood  or  profession.  They  were 
dressed  in  the  ordinary  Gallician  costume, 
and  wore  their  Montero  caps  at  table ;  some 
decorated  with  a  red  plume,  and  others  with 
a  peacock's  feather. 

Though  they  all  seemed  very  familiar  with 
each  other,  they  paid  more  than  ordinary 
respect  to  one  who  sat  opposite  to  me,  and 
whom  they  always  addressed  as  Don  Pedro  : 
but  amongst    themselves   they  rarely    used 
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any  other  terms  than  hermano,  brother,  or 
amigo,  friend  ;  with  the  addition  of  their 
Christian  name,  or  some  distinctive  appella- 
tion, derived  from  personal  quality,  or  defect, 
or  peculiar  incident  of  private  history.  They 
also,  in  confidential  chat,  frequently  called  their 
chief  Pero  votero — Swearing  Peter — or,  el 
tio  del  diablo — the  devil's  uncle.  This  Don 
Pedro  was  a  stout-built,  stern-looking  fellow, 
with  huge  mustachios,  and  a  gash  in  his  left 
cheek,  that  seemed  to  draw  the  eye  on  that 
side  down  lower  than  its  companion  ;  but  there 
was,  at  the  same  time,  a  look  of  frank  hardi- 
hood about  him  which  won  my  regard  at  the 
first  glance. 

I  had  time  to  make  these  observations 
while  the  puchero  was  going  round :  for  every 
one  put  in  his  spoon  and  helped  himself 
either  to  ham  and  chicken,  turkey  pullet, 
hare,  wild-fowl,  beef,  mutton,  or  veal ;  for, 
of  all  these  ingredients  was  this  noble  dish 
composed ;  seasoned  with  chillies,  onions, 
tomatoes,     garlic,     and     other    condiments, 

VOL.    II.  E 
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equally  savoury  and  appetissant.  This  being 
the  first  time  I  had  seen  the  boasted 
puchero*  I  was  very  much  interested  in  its 
favour;  and  when  it  came  to  my  turn,  I 
followed  the  example  of  my  companions  with 
no  niggard  hand  :  in  short,  all  were  soon 
occupied  in  the  most  satisfactory  manner ; 
and  the  general  process*  of  mastication  was 
only  interrupted  by  occasional  visits  to  the 
pipe  of  a  bota,  or  leathern  wine  bag,  which 
circled  quickly  from  mouth  to  mouth  round 
the  table,  to  the  evident  diminution  of  its 
racy  contents. 

In  the  midst  of  our  enjoyment,  the  door 
opened,  and  in  walked  a  gaunt,  sinister- 
looking  fellow,  who  was  evidently  a  "  late" 
member  of  the  supper  party  ;  from  the  look  of 
disappointment  with  which  he  gazed  on  the 
fully-occupied  table,  where  no  place  had  been 
kept  for  him,  and  the  expression  of  surprise 
in  which  he  vented  his  anger. 

*  This  famous  Spanish  dish  derives  its  name  from 
the  pipkin  or  vessel  in  which  it  is  cooked. 
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u  Carajo  !"■*  he  exclaimed ;  "  no  tiene  luogo 
para  mi !" 

All,  however,  seemed  too  well  employed  to 
pay  attention  to  the  new  comer ;  who,  seeing 
that  he  must  help  himself,  or  wait  till  the 
others  were  done,  made  directly  towards  me, 
the  only  stranger  in  company,  and  taking  me 
rudely  by  the  shoulders,  cried  out, — 

"  Hola  !  Senor  paisano,  vaya  usted  con  mil 
demonios  !"f 

I  instantly  started  up,  enraged  at  being 
thus  interrupted  in  my  first  acquaintance 
with  the  ne  plus  ultra  of  Spanish  cookery ; 
and  exclaiming,  "  Go  to  the  devil,  yourself  I" 
I  gave  the  fellow  a  push  that  sent  him  stag- 
gering into  the  lap  of  the  patrona,  who  was 
resting  from  her  labours,  and  now  opened 
with  a  volley  of  abuse  upon  her  unintentional 
visitor. 

All  who  witnessed  the  incident  laughed  at 

*  This  is  the  invariable,  but  untranslateable 
Spanish  oath.     It  is  pronounced  Caraho. 

*  "  Go  to  a  thousand  devils,  peasant !" 

E    2 
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the  drollery  of  the  catastrophe ;  but  the 
hungry  Gallegan,  exclaiming  with  immense 
volubility,  "  Carajo  !  Cojones  !  Demonio  ! 
Sant  Antonio  !"  grasped  his  knife  and  ran  at 
me,  evidently  intent  on  avenging  his  disgrace 
in  the  most  approved  Peninsula  fashion. 
Before  he  had  time  to  effect  his  purpose, 
however,  I  drew  one  of  my  brazen  bull-dogs 
from  my  breast,  and  presenting  it  in  his  face, 
swore  I  would  blow  his  brains  out  if  he  did 
not  instantly  put  up  his  weapon. 

The  fellow  looked  at  me  for  a  moment,  as 
if  uncertain  what  to  do ;  but  I  repeated  my 
threat  in  a  still  more  determined  manner,  till 
finally,  with  a  look  of  diabolical  malice,  he 
did  as  he  was  bid,  and  shuffled  in  amongst 
some  of  his  companions,  who  made  room  for 
him  ;  muttering  to  himself  the  thousand  and 
one  different  ways  in  which  he  would  put  me 
to  death  on  the  first  convenient  opportunity. 
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CHAPTER  V. 


PERO    VOTERO. 


As  the  harmony  of  the  meeting  was 
evidently  interrupted  by  this  serio-comic 
incident,  and  a  few  angry  looks  were  directed 
towards  me ;  I  made  something  in  the  shape 
of  a  general  apology,  for  a  disturbance  of 
which  I  had  been  the  innocent  cause ;  but 
trusted  the  Senores  Caballeros  would  do 
me  the  justice  to  acknowledge  that  I  was 
not  the  aggressor. 

"  Es  verdad !"  cried  Don  Pedro,  striking 
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the  table  with  his  fist.  "  Cuerpo  del  diavolo ! 
el  chico  tiene  razon  !"* 

This  produced  so  evident  a  change  in  my 
favour,  that,  with  a  lively  feeling  of  gratitude 
for  the  timely  intervention,  I  poured  out  a 
horn  of  wine  in  the  English  fashion,  and 
drank  it  off  to  the  health  of  my  generous 
backer.  At  the  same  time,  more  inadver- 
tently than  otherwise,  I  made  him  the 
masonic  sign  of  brotherhood. 

"Toma!  Toma !"  cried  Don  Pedro, 
returning  the  signal ;  "  con  que  usted  es  uno 
de  nosotros  !"f 

"  Sin  dubio  !"  1  exclaimed.  "  Vivan  los 
valorosos  Espagnoles  !" 

"  Que  viva  !  Que  viva,  usted  Caballero  !" 
cried  several  voices ;  while  Don  Pedro  grasped 
my  hand  across  the  table,  and  we  were 
thenceforward  friends  and  brothers.  The 
remainder  of  the  supper  passed  off  with  great 

*  "  Body  of  the  devil !  the  lad  is  right !" 
f  "  Then  you  are  one  of  us  !" 
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glee  and  good  fellowship ;  and  even  Manuelo, 
with  whom  I  had  had  the  fracas,  was 
prevailed  on  to  offer  me  his  hand,  which  I 
shook  cordially. 

After  the  Pucker o  had  entirely  disappeared, 
for  it  was  considered  unmanly  to  quit  the 
scene  of  action  before,  we  drew  round  the 
fire-place  to  enjoy  a  social  chat  until  bed  time. 

I  attached  myself  especially  to  Don  Pedro, 
who  seemed  gratified  at  the  preference ;  and 
handing  him  my  cigar  case  (stored  with  right 
Havannahs  by  the  worthy  Goodlad)  a  com- 
pliment which  is  never  thrown  away  in  Spain, 
we  entered  into  confidential  chat,  a  little 
retired  from  the  remainder  of  the  company ; 
till,  by  degrees,  the  natural  reserve  of  the 
Spanish  character  had  entirely  vanished. 

"Apparently,"  said  Don  Pedro,  "you 
belong  to  the  English  vessel  so  nearly  wrecked 
on  this  maldita  coast  of  ours." 

"  I  came  out  in  her,"  I  replied ;  "  but  I 
am  an  officer  in  the  British  army,  going  to 
join  my  regiment." 
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"  Hombre  I"  exclaimed  Don  Pedro,  with  a 
gesture  of  surprise,  "  how  do  you  mean  to 
go?" 

"  I  must  try  and  find  my  way,"  I  replied, 
"  to  the  Portuguese  frontier,  and  there, 
doubtless,  I  shall  get  assistance." 

"  Carajo !"  cried  Don  Pedro,  "  you  are 
either  a  very  bold  fellow,  or  very  ignorant  of 
the  dangers  and  difficulties  that  lie  in  your 
way." 

"  I  care  little  about  them,"  I  said,  "  if  the 
thing  is  not  altogether  impossible." 

"  Nothing  is  impossible,"  said  Don  Pedro, 
"  to  a  bold  heart  and  a  cool  head  ;  but  you 
will  have  to  run  the  gauntlet  of  French 
army-corps  and  straggling  parties  ;  and  how 
you  are  to  do  that,  without  being  shot  or 
made  prisoner,  is  the  thing  I  cannot  just 
now  understand." 

"  If  any  kind  friend,"  I  observed,  "  would 
assist  me  in  my  enterprise,  I  should  reward 
him  for  his  services." 

"  Vamos    a   vere,  let  us    see,"   said  Don 
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Pedro.  "  The  head  quarters  of  El  gran 
Lor*  are  now  at  Vizeu,  for  your  army  is 
all  in  Portugal  at  present.  General  Hill  is 
at  Abrantes,  Picton  at  Pinhel — but  stay, 
what  division  do  you  belong  to  ?" 

"  I  am  equally  surprised  and  delighted," 
I  said,  "  to  find  you  so  well  acquainted  with 
the  positions  of  the  British  army." 

"  Don't  you  trouble  yourself  about  that, 
Sefior  Inglesito,"  said  Don  Pedro,  drily. 
"  If  I  can  put  you  in  the  way,  I  will ;  if  not, 
you  must  take  the  will  for  the  deed.  What 
division  did  you  say  ?" 

"  The  Light  Division,"  I  replied. 

"  Oh,  Crawfurd,"  interrupted  Don  Pedro. 
"  He  is  in  advance  between  Guarda  and 
Ciudad  Rodrigo,  on  the  Coa.  He'll  have 
the  first  brush  with  the  troops  of  Massena, 
who  has  orders  from  Napoleon  to  drive  your 
leopards  into  the  sea." 

*  The  great  lord,  as  Wellington  was  called  in 

Spain. 

E    3 
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"  A  threat,"  I  exclaimed,  "  which  he  will 
never  be  able  to  accomplish." 

"  That  is,"  observed  Don  Pedro,  gravely, 
"if  el  Gran  Lor  obtains  the  assistance  of 
nosotros." 

"  Sin  dubio,"  I  responded  ;  "  nothing  can 
be  done  without  los  valientes  Espagnoles." 

"  Con  que,"  said  Don  Pedro,  much  gra- 
tified by  this  admission ;  "  you  want  to  go 
the  safest  way  to  Guarda." 

"  The  nearest,"  I  replied ;  "  for  I  want  to 
be  with  my  regiment  before  the  opening  of 
the  campaign." 

Here  the  thoughtful  Spaniard  put  his 
finger  to  his  forehead,  as  if  deeply  consider- 
ing the  case  in  all  its  bearings.  At  length, 
he  exclaimed : 

"  Jesus  mil  veces  !  Lo  tengo  !"* 

He  then  requested  me  to  stand  up ;  and, 
as  if  communing  with  himself,  muttered  : 

*  "Jesus,  a  thousand  times  (a  common  adjura- 
tion) I  have  it." 
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"No,  not  too  tall — a  light  and  flexible 
figure — good  features — yes,  'twill  do — buena 
moza  !  buena  moza  !"* 

Quite  at  a  loss  to  know  if  he  was  amusing 
himself  at  my  expense ;  and  extremely  puzzled 
about  the  phrase  buena  moza,  I  was  about 
to  question  Don  Pedro,  when  he  suddenly 
started  up,  exclaiming : 

"  Venga  usted,  conmigo  !"f 

More  than  ever  surprised  at  what  I  con- 
sidered very  eccentric  conduct,  I  yet  followed 
my  new  friend ;  who,  taking  an  iron  lamp 
that  was  burning  on  a  shelf  over  the  fire- 
place, conducted  me  through  two  or  three 
winding  passages,  and  up  a  ricketty  flight  of 
stairs.  Then,  stopping  at  a  door,  he  knocked 
three  times,  and  it  was  opened  by  a  stout, 
good-looking  young  woman,  in  rather  a 
careless  deshabille,  who  drew  back  on  seeing 
a  stranger. 

*  Pretty  girl !  pretty  girl ! 
f  "  Come  with  me,  Sir." 
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"Entre  usted,  caballero,"  said  Don  Pedro, 
with  all  the  formal  generosity  of  an  old 
Castilian.  "  This  house,  and  all  it  possesses, 
is  yours  from  henceforward  for  ever,  and 
I  hope  you  will  honour  it  with  your  ac- 
ceptance." 

This  was,  I  confess,  no  great  effort  of 
generosity  on  the  part  of  Don  Pedro  ;  for  the 
venerable  casa,  as  he  called  it,  contained 
nothing  but  a  ricketty  table,  a  couple  of 
rush-bottomed  chairs,  a  truckle  bed,  and  an 
iron  lamp  burning  before  an  image  of  the 
Virgin,  in  tinsel  finery,  stuck  up  in  a  niche 
in  the  wall.  I,  however,  returned  muchas 
gracias  for  so  munificent  a  donation,  and  he 
then  introduced  me  to  his  muy  queridita 
muger*  Dona  Maria. 

I  made  a  very  elaborate  bow,  as  I  ex- 
claimed :  "  Mi  tengo  a  los  pies  de  usted 
Sefiora,"*  to  which  she  replied  with  a 
gracious  smile : 

*  His  dear  little  wife . 

f  "lam  at  your  feet,  Senora." 
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"  Bezo  a  listed  la  mano,  caballero."* 

"  Now,"  said  Don  Pedro  to  me,  after  these 
preliminary  formalities,  "  the  case  is  this, 
Senor  Ingles :  Mi  muger  is  going  to-morrow 
beyond  Orense,  about  three  days  journey 
from  this,  to  see  her  parents ;  and  she  travels 
with  a  very  careful  arriero,  who  is  to  take 
up  at  Orense  a  lading  of  the  rich  wines  of 
Valdeorras  for  Benevento.  Now,  if  you  are 
so  disposed,  you  can  travel  with  her  to  Verin, 
where  you  are  quite  close  to  the  Portuguese 
frontier,  and  there  we  can  say,  Vaya  usted  con 
Dios" 

11 1  shall  be  delighted,"  I  said,  "  and  most 
grateful ;  if  the  Senora  has  no  objection." 

"  I  have  none,  on  my  own  account,  Senor 
Ingles,"  replied  Dona  Maria,  with  amiable 
frankness ;  "  but  I  fear  there  will  be  some  diffi- 
culty about  you  on  the  part  of  those  Gava- 
chos  of  Frenchmen." 

"  I  have  foreseen  and  provided  for  that," 

*  "  I  kiss  your  hand,  Sir," 
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said  Don  Pedro :  "  the  English  chico  will 
have  no  objection  to  change  his  sex,  at  least 
in  appearance,  to  accomplish  his  object." 

"  Not  the  least  in  the  world !"  I  exclaimed, 
now  for  the  first  time  understanding  the  drift 
of  his  mysterious  examination  of  my  per- 
son ;  "  but  how  on  earth  am  I  to  do 
it?" 

"  Oh,  leave  that  to  us,  Senor  Ingles,"  said 
Don  Pedro.  "  We  have  been  taught  some 
strange  lessons,  nosotros,  in  a  rough  school ; 
but  it  will  go  hard  if  we  do  not  yet  return 
them  with  interest  on  our  masters  ;  whom 
may  Santiago  confound,  as  he  did  the 
Moors,  in  the  good  old  days  of  real  Chris- 
tianity." 

My  new  friend  and  his  buxom  wife  now 
set  to  work,  with  great  skill  and  rapidity,  to 
effect  this  transformation  in  my  outer  man. 
Dona  Maria,  indeed,  entered  into  the  spirit  of 
the  thing  with  great  glee ;  and  produced  from 
her  wardrobe  basquinas,  mantillas,  and  other 
articles  of   lady's    attire,   which,   with  some 
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alterations,  were  accommodated  to  my  shape. 
She  then  rubbed  my  face  with  a  brown  oint- 
ment, to  hide  my  English  complexion,  put  a 
load  of  false  braids  and  curls  on  my  head, 
stuck  a  huge  comb  in  my  hair,  from  which 
the  mantilla  hung  gracefully  over  my  shoul- 
ders, and  placed  a  fan  in  my  hand,  like  the 
sail  of  a  windmill.  When  the  operation  was 
completed,  she  swore  roundly,  "  Por  Dios  !" 
that  I  made  a  "  buena  muchacha,"  who  would 
turn  the  heads  of  the  English  soldiers  when 
I  once  got  amongst  them. 

It  was  far  advanced  in  the  night  before 
our  preparations  were  made,  and  I  was  pro- 
perly drilled  into  my  new  exercise ;  especially 
in  the  motions  of  the  fan,  which  were  of  a 
very  expressive  and  elaborate  character.  I 
then  left  my  kind  friends  to  their  repose ;  and 
was  conducted  to  the  sleeping  apartment,  by 
the  chico  of  the  establishment,  who  was  to 
call  me  at  five  o'clock,  as  we  were  to  start 
before  daylight. 

A  Spanish  bed-room  is,   of  all  things  in 
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this  world,  the  most  unsophisticated  part  of 
the  domestic  economy ;  and  that  into  which 
I  was  now  ushered  was  by  no  means  an 
exception  to  the  rule.  It  was  a  many- 
angular  shaped  room,  with  a  very  broken 
floor  and  no  ceiling ;  the  cross-trees  of  the 
roof  being  occupied  by  twenty  or  thirty 
cocks  and  hens.  Half  a  dozen  truckle  beds, 
which  the  heat  of  the  climate  rendered  it 
unnecessary  to  decorate  with  curtains,  were 
ranged  along  the  dirty  walls ;  and  every  bed 
was  occupied  by  two  guests,  except  mine, 
which  I  insisted,  as  a  sine  qua  non,  on 
having  to  myself.  I  was  not,  however, 
equally  fortunate  in  my  demand  for  clean 
sheets,  a  desideratum  which  no  entreaties 
could  procure  me  from  the  chico ;  who,  with 
a  supercilious  look  at  my  unreasonable  delicacy, 
exclaimed, — 

"  Hombre  !  usted  es  muy  particolar  !" 
I  was,  therefore,  obliged  to  content  myself 
with  those  that  were  already  on  the  bed; 
but,   taking   the  precaution  to  sleep  in  my 
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clothes,  the  fatigues  and  turmoil  of  the  day 
soon  lulled  me  to  rest,  which  remained  sound 
and  unbroken,  till  I  was  roused  by  Don 
Pedro  himself  to  prepare  for  my  journey. 
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CHAPTER  VI. 


LA     MAN  OLA. 


"  Al  camino  !  Al  camino !  Senor  Ingle- 
sito  !"  cried  Don  Pedro,  as  he  entered  my 
room  the  following  morning,  between  four 
and  five,  with  a  candil,  or  iron  lamp  in  his 
hand ;  and  jumping  up  from  my  flea-bitten 
couch,  I  attired  myself  as  rapidly  as  I  could 
for  the  road,  my  worthy  friend  assisting  me 
with  much  savoir  faire  in  my  unwonted 
toilette. 

On  descending  the  crazy  staircase  to- 
gether, we  found  a  long  string  of  mules  at 
the  door ;  but  lightly  laden,  having  to   take 
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up  the  principal  part  of  our  cargo  at  Orense. 
Dona  Maria  was  already  on  her  pack-saddle, 
and  I  soon  got  into  mine,  which  I  found 
consisted  of  a  great  deal  of  wood,  and  very 
little  leather  or  stuffing  ;  altogether  different, 
indeed,  from  the  light  and  easy  jockey  saddles, 
to  which  I  had  hitherto  been  accustomed. 

While  I  was  endeavouring  to  make  myself 
comfortable  in  this  new  species  of  purgatory, 
which  was  not  provided  against  in  any  of  the 
prayers  I  had  hitherto  learned ;  I  observed 
Don  Pedro  at  a  little  distance,  giving  his 
final  instructions  to  the  arriero,  or  muleteer, 
as  better  known  to  the  English  reader. 
By  their  frequently  looking  at  Dona  Maria, 
and  then  at  me,  I  concluded  that  these 
instructions  had  reference  simply  to  our  safety 
and  comfort  on  the  journey ;  but  I  subsequently 
found  that  they  went  a  little  farther. 

We  at  length  made  a  start,  the  arriero, 
whose  name  was  Diego,  mounted  on  the 
foremost  mule,  and  the  rest  clattering  after 
him,  through  the  rugged  streets  of  Corunna ; 
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while  Don  Pedro  in  the  rear,  waved  his  hand, 
and  exclaimed : 

"  Vayan  ustedes  con  Cristo  y  con  la  Virgen!" 
Thus,  for  an  hour  or  two,  we  rode  on  at 
a  steady  pace,  and  in  perfect  silence,  all  but 
the  bells  of  the  leading  mule,  which  tinkled 
loudly  to  keep  the  others  awake ;  till  the 
rising  sun  had  dispelled  the  raw  mists  of  the 
morning,  and  enabled  us  to  throw  off  the 
voluminous  capas  in  which  we  had  hitherto 
been  enveloped.  Then  our  arriero,  urging 
the  foremost  mules  into  a  quicker  pace,  fell 
back  to  inquire  how  we  were  getting  on. 

Diego  was  a  sturdy  Gallician,  with  a  very 
sanctified  air,  but  a  very  keen  and  cunning 
eye.  His  dress  consisted  of  a  tight  brown 
jacket,  a  velveteen  waistcoat  with  hanging 
brass  buttons,  brown  cloth  breeches,  and 
leathern  gaiters.  The  broad  brim  of  his 
sombrero  was  surmounted  by  a  leaden  image 
of  the  Virgin,  and  a  large  bunch  of  rosemary, 
an  acknowledged  talisman  against  all  the 
machinations  of  the  foul  fiend ;  while,  as  if 


PERCY   BLAKE.  93 

to  make  assurance  doubly  sure,  his  conver- 
sation was  interlarded  with  pious  ejaculations, 
invocations  of  the  saints,  &c. 

Dona  Maria,  though  equally  pious  and 
credulous  in  all  points  of  belief,  was  infinitely 
more  frank  in  her  manners,  and  altogether 
free  from  that  hypocritical  assumption  of 
sanctity  so  conspicuous  in  honest  Diego. 
Indeed,  there  was  a  freedom  in  her  behaviour 
and  expressions,  when  the  latter  was  not 
present,  which  was  particularly  flattering  to 
my  amour  propre :  this  I  failed  not  to 
return  in  a  manner  that  seemed  highly 
satisfactory  to  my  fair  companion;  whose 
sparkling  black  eyes,  and  rich  complexion, 
heightened  by  exercise  and  the  fresh  morning 
air,  wonderfully  enhanced  the  beauty  of  which 
nature  had  given  her  a  very  fair  share. 

We  stopped  soon  after  at  a  venta  by  the 
road-side,  where  we  had  some  delicious 
chocolate ;  served  up  with  little  thin  slices  of 
toast,  made  of  that  wonderfully  white  and 
compact  bread  which   is  found  in  no   other 
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country  than  Spain.  To  the  chocolate  suc- 
ceeded a  small  glass  of  cognac  each ;  Dona 
Maria  making  no  scruple  to  toss  off  hers, 
any  more  than  she  did  at  smoking  her 
pachillo  ;  a  cigar  wrapped  up  in  a  leaf  of 
maize,  expressly  so  prepared  for  the  fair  sex 
in  Spain,  both  of  which  luxuries  she  seemed 
perfectly  well  accustomed  to. 

These  creature-comforts  seemed  very  much 
to  thaw  the  ice  of  Diego's  manner;  as 
we  jogged  along,  in  that  rapid  walk  in  which 
the  Spanish  mule  surpasses  the  horses  of 
other  countries,  over  the  dreary  moors  that 
extend  from  Corunna  to  Santiago,  our  first 
night's  resting-place.  During  this  period,  he 
whiled  away  the  time  with  an  inexhaustible 
stock  of  songs  and  ballads,  many  of  which  were 
founded  on  the  exploits  of  the  modern  guer- 
rilleros  against  los  Godos  and  los  Gabachos, 
epithets  of  contempt  liberally  bestowed  upon 
the  French  invaders,  in  every  part  of  Spain. 

Dona  Maria,  on  her  part,  gave  ample 
scope  to  her  enjoyment.     She  seemed  like  a 
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bird,  just  escaped  from  its  cage ;  and  laughed, 
and  sang,  and  chatted,  with  a  degree  of 
hilarity  and  abandon,  which,  though  always 
checked  by  the  presence  of  Diego,  broke  out 
afresh  when  his  back  was  turned,  with  a 
warmth  and  vehemence  that  absolutely  startled 
me,  even  experienced,  as  I  already  fancied 
myself,  in  every  phase  of  colloquy. 

Having  had  an  excellent  dinner  at  Leira, 
we  resumed  our  journey  with  exhilarated 
spirits ;  and,  as  the  evening  was  drawing  to 
a  close,  we  approached  the  sacred  precincts  of 
Santiago  de  Compostella.  On  our  way  we  en- 
countered whole  bevies  of  bare-footed  pilgrims, 
with  scrip  and  scallop-shell ;  the  most  penitent 
of  them  upon  their  knees,  winning  their  way, 
slowly  and  painfully,  and  singing  hymns  and 
canticles  up  to  the  very  gates  of  the 
Holy  City. 

Amidst  the  tolling  of  deep-mouthed  bells, 
and  the  incessant  assaults  of  clamorous 
mendicants,  begging  charity  for  the  sake  of 
the  great  apostle,  we  entered   the  city  gates, 
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and  proceeded  to  the  Fonda  del  Espiritu 
Santo,  or  hotel  of  the  Holy  Ghost.  There  we 
were  soon  seated  at  a  luxurious  supper  table  ; 
principally  occupied  by  pilgrims  of  the  higher 
class  ;  who  could  enjoy  and  afford  to  pay  for 
those  creature  comforts,  which  their  poorer 
fellow  pilgrims  abstained  from,  on  the  plea  of 
superlative  piety. 

The  conversation,  which  naturally  turned 
upon  the  extraordinary  merits  of  the  saint, 
and  the  miracles  daily  wrought  at  his  tomb, 
having  aroused  in  us  a  corresponding  flame 
of  devotion,  we  resolved  to  visit  the  cathedral 
before  we  retired  to  rest ;  and  accordingly  set 
out  for  that  purpose,  after  the  course  of 
chocolate,  which  terminates  every  meal  in 
Spain. 

The  streets  were,  as  usual,  dark  and 
crowded  with  pilgrims  ;  some  on  their  knees, 
others  prostrate  in  the  dust,  and  all,  either 
singing  hymns,  reciting  prayers,  or  begging 
alms  por  Vamor  de  Dios  y  de  Santiago. 
We  entered  the  building  through  a  modern 


PERCY    BLAKE.  97 

entrance,  with  Doric  and  Corinthian  tiers, 
and  a  heavy  pediment  supported  by  caryatides 
of  Moorish  slaves,  with  Santiago  above,  in 
the  habit  of  a  pilgrim. 

The  interior  of  this  rich  and  celebrated 
building  was  rather  dark,  being  purposely  kept 
so,  to  give  greater  effect  to  the  illuminations  at 
the  high  altar :  and,  as  we  sauntered  about 
amongst  kneeling  pilgrims  and  groaning  sin- 
ners, occasionally  stopping  at  a  side  altar  to 
pay  our  respects  to  some  favourite  saint, 
a  fancy  seized  on  Dona  Maria  to  give  Diego 
the  slip,  as  he  lay  prostrate  before  the  altar 
of  Sant  Antonio,  the  great  patron  of  arrieros. 

Accordingly,  when  he  was  striking  his 
breast  with  the  most  edifying  vehemence, 
and  exclaiming,  "  Mea  culpa  !  mea  maxima 
culpa ! "  we  rushed  off  into  one  of  the 
lateral  aisles,  which  were  still  darker  than  the 
body  of  the  Cathedral,  and  amused  ourselves 
some  time  with  the  anxious,  but  fruitless 
efforts  of  our  arriero  to  discover  us. 

The  aisle  in  which  we  now  were,  was  full 
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of  confessional  boxes,  dedicated  to  different 
saints,  and  appropriated  to  the  respective 
nations  of  the  foreign  pilgrims ;  and  as  the 
place  was  nearly  vacant,  a  profane  idea 
suddenly  occurred  to  me.  Telling  Dona 
Maria  that  I  would  hear  her  confession,  I 
got  into  one  of  the  boxes,  and  shut  myself 
in  ;  while  the  lady,  "  nothing  loth,"  entered 
into  the  spirit  of  the  jest,  and  knelt,  accord- 
ingly, at  the  place  of  communication. 

"  But,  confound  it  all ! "  I  exclaimed, 
"  I  can't  see  you.  Here  is  a  plate  of 
metal,  perforated  with  a  number  of  little 
holes." 

"  Touch  a  button  on  your  right  hand. side," 
whispered  Dona  Maria,  who  seemed  marvel- 
lously up  to  the  secret. 

"  In  hora  buena  /"  I  exclaimed,  as  I  did 
so ;  and  the  metallic  plate  slid  back  noise- 
lessly into  the  framework  of  the  box,  leaving 
us  face  to  face. 

"  Now,  then,  for  your  confession,"  I  said. 

"  In    the  first  place,"   said    Dona  Maria, 
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affecting  to  blush,  "  I  love  a  handsome  young 
hidalgo." 

"  Oh  fye  !"  I  exclaimed.  "  Such  a  crime 
as  that  must  be  expiated  by  four  kisses." 

The  penance  was  paid  without  reluct- 
ance, and  the  frail  communicant  pro- 
ceeded. 

"And  I  am  already"  (here  she  sighed 
heavily  and  in  reality)  "  married  to  another 
that  I  do  not  love." 

"  That,"  I  said,  with  becoming  gravity, 
"  demands  a  penance  of  eight  kisses." 

These  were  also  paid,  with  one  kiss  over, 
by  mistake,  to  be  deducted  from  the  next 
allotment. 

"  But,  worst  of  all,"  cried  the  fair  penitent, 
"  the  young  hidalgo  that  I  love  is  an  English- 
man." 

"  Monstrous  !"  I  exclaimed.  "  What,  a 
heretic  !  One  doomed  to  Sathanas  from  his 
birth  !  Twelve  kisses  can  scarcely  redeem 
so  black  a  crime." 

Dona    Maria,    convulsed    with    laughter, 
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was  also  paying  this  formidable  penalty,  when 
she  started  suddenly,  and  exclaimed: 

"Shut  up!  shut  up!" 

"  How  ?  how  ?"  I  demanded. 

"  The  button  on  the  left,"  she  replied. 

"  Bless  the  buttons  !"  I  exclaimed,  as  I 
touched  the  one  indicated ;  and  the  metallic 
plate  slid  back  again  into  its  proper  groove, 
with  becoming  decency. 

"  Perdon  usted  Senora,"  said  Diego,  as  he 
came  gingerly  along,  with  noiseless  footsteps. 
"  I  did  not  know  you  were  at  the  con- 
fessional." 

"  I  have  done  now,  good  Diego,"  she 
a^ekly  replied,  rising  and  applying  her  hand- 
kerchief to  her  eyes,  to  conceal  her  laughter 
rather  than  her  penitential  tears. 

"But  where  is  the  lnglesito  ?"  demanded 
Diego. 

"  He  is  at  the  confessional  of  his  country," 
replied  Dona  Maria,  with  admirable  presence 
of  mind  ;  "  and  he  will  soon  follow  us  to  the 
great  altar." 
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They  accordingly  moved  off,  and  I  stepped 
from  the  confessional  and  followed  them. 

This  little  incident,  as  the  reader  may 
imagine,  broke  the  ice  between  Dona  Maria 
and  myself ;  and  many  little  scenes  of  bye- 
play  occurred  between  us  in  the  progress  of 
our  journey.  But  Diego's  suspicions  seemed 
to  have  been  awakened ;  and  he  kept  so  close 
a  watch  on  our  proceedings  as  to  prevent 
anything  beyond  the  most  innocent  inter- 
change of  signs  and  tokens  of  mutual  af- 
fection. 

A  day  or  two  after,  I  learned,  in  familiar 
chat  with  Diego,  for  he  was  a  thorough- 
paced gossip,  that  Dona  Maria  was  originally 
a  Manola  of  Madrid,  whose  beauty  had 
induced  Don  Pedro  to  marry  her,  in  spite  of 
her  unhappy  position. 
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CHAPTER  VII. 

THE    FRENCH    CONVOY. 

On  our  arrival  at  Orense,  a  nice,  clean- 
looking  town,  pleasantly  situated  on  a  gentle 
slope  above  the  Minho,  Diego  took  in  his 
full  cargo  for  Benevente,  as  he  said  with  a 
mysterious  smile,  of  the  renowned  Tostado 
wine,  for  which  that  place  is  celebrated.  It  is 
also  famous  for  the  hams  of  Caldelas,  a 
couple  of  which  excellent  joints  he  laid  in 
for  our  private  enjoyment  on  the  road ;  and 
thus  furnished,  we  resumed  our  journey. 

We  were  now  approaching  the  Portuguese 
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frontier,  and  had  already  crossed  two  or  three 
small  tributaries  of  the  Duero,  rushing  down 
their  rocky  beds  amidst  the  deep  defiles  of 
the  Sierra  de  Gorez ;  whose  rugged  sides  were 
partially  covered  with  dense  and  gloomy 
patches  of  olives  and  cork  trees,  while  the 
topmost  heights  were  crowned  with  the  fir, 
and  the  hardy  ilex. 

The  country  was  picturesque  and  beautiful ; 
and  I  enjoyed  the  constant  alternation  of  steep 
rocky  precipice  and  verdant  dell.  The  silence  of 
the  scene  was  only  broken  by  the  brawling 
rivulet,  as  it  foamed  along  over  its  rocky  bed  ; 
and  the  tinkling  of  numerous  bells,  as  our  long 
string  of  mules,  laden  with  the  rich  Tostado 
wine  in  pig-skins,  stalked  rapidly  on  ;  looking 
like  a  team  of  stags  or  elks,  with  their  long 
taper  legs,  their  lofty  stature,  and  the  bold 
carriage  of  their  heads.  These  sagacious 
animals  were  trained  to  stop  all  at  the  same 
instant  by  one  long  shrill  whistle ;  and  it  was 
seldom  that  honest  Diego  had  occasion  to  use 
any  thing  in  the  way  of  reproof  to  them  : 
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even  then  it  was  conveyed  in  terms  of  regard, 
and  almost  paternal  affection,  as :  "  Arra 
mula  !  Get  on,  mule! — Vamos  Capitano!  Go 
along,  Captain  !  —  Vamonos  mis  hijos ! 
Come  on,  my  sons  I"  &c. 

We  had  as  yet  seen  nothing  in  the  shape 
of  an  enemy :  for,  whenever  the  French 
troops  marched  from  one  province  to 
another,  the  partizans  of  the  Junta  immedi- 
ately commenced  organizing  the  country  in 
the  name  of  Ferdinand  the  Seventh,  as  if  the 
French  had  abandoned  it  for  ever ;  and  the 
troops  of  Napoleon,  though  invincible  in  the 
field,  were  in  fact  only  masters  of  the  ground 
on  which  they  stood.  The  garrisons  left  to 
overawe  the  country  on  the  military  roads, 
were  obliged,  for  their  own  personal  security, 
to  repair,  and  shut  themselves  up  in  the  old 
ruined  castles  on  the  heights,  which  had 
been  erected  ages  before  by  the  Romans  or 
the  Moors  for  a  similar  purpose.  Even  here, 
they  durst  not  station  their  sentinels  beyond 
the  bounds   of    the  enclosures,  for   fear    of 
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assassination ;  but  placed  them  in  some 
turret,  or  on  a  scaffolding  of  planks,  upon 
the  roof,  under  cover  of  the  chimney,  in 
order  to  observe  all  that  passed  in  their 
vicinity. 

During  our  journey  through  this  mountain- 
ous region,  we  were  occasionally  challenged 
by  these  captive  sentinels,  when  our  road  lay 
under  the  eminence  on  which  their  time- 
shattered  citadels  were  perched,  but  other 
enemy  we  saw  none.  Even  by  these,  as  we 
had  all  the  appearance  of  inoffensive  travellers, 
we  were  allowed  to  pass  without  question  or 
demur ;  though  Diego  generally  amused 
himself  with  making  contemptuous  gestures 
at  them,  when  a  jutting  rock,  or  the  winding 
of  the  road,  had  placed  him  out  of  musket 
range. 

We  were  at  length  within  a  few  miles  of 
Verin,  where  I  was  to  bid  adieu  to  my 
friendly  escort,  and  find  my  way,  the  best  I 
could,  to  the  outposts  of  the  British  army  ; 
a  circumstance  which,  I  ought  to  be  ashamed 
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to  confess,  gave  me  much  less  regret  than  to 
my  warm-hearted  companion ;  whose  affection 
evidently  increased  every  moment,  and  at 
times  betrayed  itself  somewhat  unguardedly, 
in  spite  of  the  jealous  surveillance  of  Diego. 

At  this  ^  period,  the  latter  respectable 
personage  received  several  mysterious  com- 
munications from  nimble-footed  mountaineers, 
armed  with  the  trabucco,  and  the  long  knife 
in  the  girdle ;  who  seemed  to  descend  upon  us 
unexpectedly  from  steep  and  rugged  path- 
ways, impracticable  to  everything  but  the 
goat,  or  the  equally  sure-footed  peasant  of 
these  Alpine  wilds.  On  all  these  occasions, 
looks  of  intelligence  would  pass  between  our 
arriero  and  Dona  Maria ;  or  a  few 
significant  words,  which  I  could  not  always 
catch,  seemed  to  indicate  some  anticipated 
event,  that  called  for  a  few  necessary  prepa- 
rations on  her  part. 

Accordingly,  when  we  stopped  one  day  at 
noon,  to  take  our  usual  refreshment,  by  the 
side  of  a  purling  rill,  in  a  deep  glen,  where 
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there  was  neither  posada  nor  venta  ;  Dona 
Maria  seemed  to  take  more  than  ordinary 
pains  to  improve  her  personal  appearance,  by 
the  addition  of  sundry  ornaments,  and  a  most 
minute  attention  to  all  the  mysteries  of  the 
toilette.  Nay,  to  my  great  surprise,  she 
lavished  similar  attentions  upon  me ;  till, 
having  re-arranged  my  dress,  and  devoted 
some  time  to  my  braids  and  curls,  she 
seemed  so  well  satisfied  with  the  success  of 
her  operations,  that  she  threw  her  arms 
round  my  neck,  and  favoured  me  with  a 
shower  of  kisses.  These  I  was  about  to 
return,  with  interest,  when  Diego,  as  usual, 
made  his  unexpected  appearance  from  behind 
a  rock,  where  he  had  evidently  been  lying 
perdue,  in  expectation  of  some  such  catas- 
trophe. 

Unable  to  account  for  these  preparations, 
in  any  other  manner  than  by  supposing  that 
Dona  Maria  expected  to  meet  some  friends 
or  relations  during  our  day's  journey,  I 
assisted  her  to  mount :  then  springing  on  the 
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back  of  my  own  mule,  with  very  unfeminine 
agility,  we  resumed  our  usual  steady  pace  ; 
Diego  having  first  made  the  echoes  ring  with 
one  of  those  wild  halloos  so  peculiar  to  the 
Spanish  neasant,  and  which  was  immediately 
after  either  echoed  or  answered  at  some  dis- 
tance amongst  the  hills. 

In  this  manner  we  had  proceeded  about 
an  hour  and  a  half,  when  I  was  suddenly 
shocked  by  a  very  unexpected  object,  which 
seemed,  however,  to  excite  no  surprise  in  my 
companions.  This  was  a  French  soldier 
lying  dead  upon  the  road,  in  a  pool  of  blood  ; 
his  throat  cut  from  ear  to  ear,  and  his  features 
mangled  in  a  ghastly  and  barbarous  manner. 
Though  my  nerves  are  not  easily  shaken,  I 
confess  this  sight  gave  me  considerable  un- 
easiness, being  the  first  specimen  of  Spanish 
warfare  I  had  yet  witnessed :  but  my  fair 
companion,  on  the  contrary,  smiled ;  and  ex- 
claimed, with  a  gesture  of  contempt,  as  she 
passed  the  body, — 

"  Gavacho  Francese,  maldito  sea  !" 
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This  little  incident  gave  me  no  exalted 
idea  of  my  companion's  humanity ;  and  it 
was  not  improved  when,  two  or  three  hun- 
dred yards  further  on,  we  observed  some 
Spanish  peasants  who  had  bound  another 
French  soldier,  and  were  dragging  him  into 
an  olive  grove  that  bordered  the  roadside, 
evidently  with  the  intention  of  murdering 
him.  The  poor  fellow  begged  hard  for 
mercy,  and  made  frequent  appeals  to  the 
senoras  who  were  approaching,  as  he  hoped, 
to  his  relief;  but  in  vain,  for  Dona  Maria 
called  out  to  her  countrymen,  "  Matalo ! 
matalo  !"  and  any  interference  on  my  part 
might  have  occasioned  the  loss  of  my  own 
life  without  saving  his. 

These  sad  events  evidently  indicated,  as  I 
thought,  the  proximity  of  some  French 
troops,  and  I  said  as  much  to  my  com- 
panions ;  recommending  them,  at  the  same 
time,  to  use  additional  caution,  lest  we  should 
fall  into  the  hands  of  the  enemy :  but  I  was 
answered  only  by  a  mysterious  smile  which 
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passed  between  Diego  and  Dona  Maria. 
Indeed,  the  former,  so  far  from  apprehending 
such  a  result,  hurried  his  mules  into  a  swing- 
ing sort  of  pace ;  every  now  and  then  giving 
a  wild  halloo,  that  resounded  fearfully  amongst 
the  recesses  of  the  sierra. 

We  had  not  proceeded  more  than  a  mile 
in  this  manner,  when  we  fell  in  with  a  French 
rear-guard  of  ten  or  twelve  men  ;  the  non- 
commissioned officer  who  commanded  it 
immediately  ordering  us  to  halt,  and  give  an 
account  of  ourselves. 

"  Senores,"  said  Diego,  nothing  abashed ; 
"lam  going  to  Benevente,  with  a  cargo  of 
Tostado  wine." 

"  And  excellent  tipple  it  is,"  said  the  ser- 
geant, "  of  which  we  are  sadly  in  want. 
Therefore,  move  on,  and  report  your  arrival 
to  the  commandant." 

"And  be  sure  you  include  the  ladies  in 
your  report,"  said  the  corporal ;  "  for  our 
noble  captain  loves  a  pretty  girl,  as  well  as  a 
sparkling  glass." 
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"  Manana !  Manana  !"  replied  Diego,  as 
he  pushed  forward  towards  the  main  body  ; 
under  an  escort  from  the  rear-guard,  who 
had  orders  to  shoot  him  instantly,  if  he 
ventured  to  deviate  from  the  road,  or  make 
any  resistance. 

All  this  appeared  to  me  so  singular,  and 
my  companions  seemed  so  little  affected  by 
the  perilous  position  in  which  we  were  placed, 
that  I  could  not  help  thinking  there  was 
some  premeditation  in  the  whole  affair.  I 
had  no  time,  however,  for  any  explanation 
with  them  on  the  subject,  for  we  soon  got 
up  with  the  main  body :  this  consisted  of 
sixty  men,  under  a  captain  and  subaltern ; 
escorting  a  convoy  of  mules  and  waggons, 
laden  with  a  miscellaneous  collection  of 
articles,  the  disjecti  membra  of  a  hurried 
march  out  of  snug  quarters  in  Gallicia.  It 
was,  in  short,  the  heavy  baggage  and  plunder 
of  a  division  of  French  troops,  then  some 
twenty  miles  in  advance,  on  their  way  to 
join  the  army  of  Massena :  and  it  comprised, 
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amongst  other  valuable  property,  several  fine 
paintings  by  Velasquez  and  Murillo  ;  which 
the  general  commanding  the  division  had 
taken,  as  opima  spolia,  from  the  shrine  of 
Santiago;  together  with  numerous  silver 
candlesticks,  gold  ornaments,  valuable  jewels, 
rich  sacerdotal  robes,  &c,  &c. 

The  arrival  of  Diego  and  his  cargo  of 
Tostado  wine  being  notified  to  the  com- 
mandant, he  condemned  it  instanter,  as  good 
and  lawful  capture  ;  and  ordered  our  arriero 
to  join  the  cortege  accordingly.  Both  the 
commandant  and  his  subaltern  eyed  Dona 
Maria  and  myself  with  looks  of  eager  curi- 
osity, and  evident  interest ;  and  the  former, 
having  inquired  who  we  were,  Diego  coolly 
replied  that  it  was  his  w7ife  and  sister,  going 
to  a  neighbouring  convent,  where  his  sister 
was  to  take  the  veil. 

We  soon  after  approached  the  village  of 
Abavides,  which  lay  in  the  bottom  of  a 
narrow  valley,  through  whose  centre  a 
mountain  torrent  urged  its  foaming  course. 
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On  the  other  side  of  the  village  rose  a 
precipitous  ridge,  with  a  winding  path-way 
to  the  summit :  up  this  we  perceived, 
slowly  wending  their  way,  the  inhabitants 
of  the  village,  led  by  the  Alcalde  and  the 
priest ;  who  were  easily  distinguished  by  their 
black  cloaks,  and  the  canoe-shaped  hat  of 
the  latter.  The  children,  and  most  valu- 
able effects  of  the  villagers,  were  borne  by 
strings  of  mules  and  asses,  followed  by  the 
women  ;  while  the  male  peasants,  armed  with 
carbines  and  escopetas,  or  long-barrelled 
muskets,  brought  up  the  rear. 

We  accordingly  found  the  village  totally 
deserted  on  our  approach,  and  nothing  could 
exceed  the  ominous  silence  that  reigned 
around.  This,  however,  did  not  affect  the 
spirits  of  the  Frenchmen,  who  jested  merrily 
at  the  panic  of  the  poor  fugitives,  and  con- 
gratulated each  other  on  the  easy  conquest 
they  were  about  to  accomplish.  Having 
taken  possession,  in  the  name  of  Napoleon 
the  Great,  head-quarters  were  established  in 
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the  principal  mansion  of  the  place,  and  the 
two  Senoras  invited  to  take  up  their  residence 
there  also ;  the  said  invitation  being,  to  all 
intents  and  purposes,  a  most  peremptory 
order. 

The  singular  position  in  which  1  thus 
found  myself,  appeared  to  me  like  a  dream, 
and  a  very  unpleasant  one  too ;  for  I  could 
no  otherwise  look  on  my  approaching  inter- 
view with  our  hospitable  entertainers,  than 
as  a  certain  prelude  to  a  French  prison,  if 
not  to  a  summary  fusillade,  as  a  spy,  should 
my  sex  and  country  be  discovered.  I  deter- 
mined, therefore,  to  affect  a  silent,  modest, 
and  reserved  line  of  conduct,  wrhile  at  table 
— for  we  were  invited  to  dinner — and  to 
retire  as  soon  as  possible  after,  under  pretence 
of  fatigue. 

The  mules  and  baggage-waggons  were 
drawn  up  in  front  of  the  commandant's 
quarters,  and  a  guard  of  twTenty  men  told 
off  for  their  protection ;  the  remainder  of  the 
troops  were  then  dismissed,  and  ordered  to 
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billet  themselves  for  the  night,  a  discretion, 
or  according  to  their  own  fancy,  in  the  empty 
houses.  I  had  thus  an  opportunity  of  seeing, 
for  the  first  time,  the  expertness  with  which 
French  soldiers  accommodate  themselves  to 
circumstances.  They  broke  in  all  directions, 
into  squads  and  parties  of  three  and  four ; 
who  ran  in  and  out  of  the  houses  like  so 
many  ants,  in  search  of  plunder,  provisions, 
and  cooking  utensils  :  while,  if  any  doors 
happened  to  have  been  locked  by  their  too 
careful  owners,  a  musket  shot  fired  into  the 
key-hole,  speedily  disembarrassed  them  of 
the  obstacle. 

By  this  laudable  system,  before  many 
minutes  had  elapsed,  our  escort  seemed  to  be 
abundantly  furnished  with  "  all  appliances 
and  means  to  boot ;"  and  soon  settled  down 
in  numerous  parties,  to  prepare  their  evening 
meal.  But  what  surprised  and  displeased 
me  not  a  little,  as  I  stood  at  the  window  of 
the  commandant's  drawing-room,  which  over- 
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looked  the  moving  scene,  was  to  behold 
that  knave  Diego,  that  pious  catholic,  and 
profound  hater  of  the  French,  actively 
assisting  these  bitter  enemies  of  his  country 
to  make  themselves  comfortable  at  the  ex- 
pense of  his  unhappy  compatriots :  nay 
actually  stealing,  every  now  and  then,  for 
their  accommodation,  and  from  under  the 
very  eyes  of  the  sentinels,  a  skin-full  of  that 
precious  Tostado  wine  with  which  his  mules 
were  laden.  In  short,  to  such  a  pitch  did  his 
bonhommie  extend,  that  he  supplied  the  very 
sentinels  themselves  with  horn  after  horn  of 
the  precious  liquid  ;  which  they  gulped  down 
with  many  a  "  merci  !"  "  bon  enfant !"  and 
"  cher  Espagnol !"  for  his  unaccountable 
hospitality. 

Diego,  finally,  by  his  unpatriotic  assi- 
duity, became  an  especial  favourite  with  the 
whole  party,  who  wrung  him  by  the  hand 
with  loud  expressions  of  gratitude,  and 
even   consulted  him  in  the  arrangement  of 
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their  respective  bivouacs.  Unable  any 
longer  to  conceal  my  disgust  at  so  flagrant 
a  betrayal  of  the  honour  and  interest  of  his 
country,  I  turned  away  from  the  window,  and 
was  met  plump  by  the  commandant;  who, 
with  the  well-known  gallantry  of  his  nation, 
offered  me  his  arm  to  conduct  me  to  the 
dinner-table. 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 


THE    GUERRILLEROS. 


Our  company  consisted  of  the  comman- 
dant and  his  subaltern,  Dona  Maria  and 
myself;  as  snug  a  parti  carre  as  may  be 
met  with  at  any  restaurant  a  trente  sous  in 
the  Champs  Elysees,  or  the  Palais  Royal. 
Lieutenant  Derville,  a  good-looking  young 
fellow,  seemed,  as  if  by  a  pre-concerted  ar- 
rangement, to  devote  himself  exclusively  to 
Dona  Maria ;  while  the  commandant,  an  ugly, 
wizen-faced  vieux  moustache,  was  my  beau 
for  the  nonce. 
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Our  dinner  was  very  good,  considering  the 
hasty  nature  of  the  cuisine ;  and  1  paid  it  all 
due  honour,  for  the  mountain  air  had  sharp- 
ened my  appetite.  Indeed,  our  two  military 
friends,  as  they  helped  me  alternately,  plate 
after  plate,  must  have  thought  that  such  an 
appetite  as  mine  was  anything  but  fit  for  the 
spare  diet  of  a  convent.  I  had,  however, 
sufficient  command  over  myself  not  to  drink 
in  proportion  ;  though  I  anxiously  longed  to 
have  a  good  manly  swig  of  the  delicious  wine 
which  the  knave  Diego  was  at  that  moment 
serving  out  to  the  soldiers. 

But  this  abstemiousness  of  mine  did  not 
prevent  my  companions  from  paying  due 
honour  to  the  bottle.  Dona  Maria  herself 
set  the  example ;  every  moment  chal- 
lenging our  two  beaux  to  hob-nob,  in  full 
tumblers  of  the  pure  liquid,  and  taunting 
them  as  milksops  if  they  did  not  do  her 
justice.  This  she  carried  to  such  a  degree, 
that  I  wondered  not  only  at  her  want  of 
delicacy,  but  at  her  strength  of  head  ;  which 


120  PERCY  BLAKE. 

enabled  her  to  stand  potations  that  were 
evidently  making  a  serious  inroad  on  the 
brains  of  the  Frenchmen,  who  had  not  been 
long  accustomed  to  the  strong  wines  of  the 
Peninsula. 

When  the  dinner-things  were  removed, 
and  fresh  wine  placed  upon  the  table,  with  the 
delicious  fruit  of  the  country,  our  two  beaux 
were  evidently  fuddled.  Their  conversation 
became  excited,  and  their  pronunciation  thick 
and  unintelligible,  speaking  Spanish,  as  they 
both  did,  badly.  Derville  hung  over  his 
Dulcinea,  whispering  soft  nonsense  ;  to  which 
she,  "  nothing  loth,"  her  ear  did  seriously 
incline ;  not  even  sparing  those  little  female 
arts  by  which  the  lord  of  the  creation  is  so 
often  won  to  his  own  undoing.  Captain 
Dubardieu,  on  the  contrary,  called  for  his 
guitar,  and  sang  me  a  doleful  dump  from  a 
French  opera  of  the  old  school,  before  Auber 
had  infused  an  Italian  soul  into  the  maudlin 
mass. 
When  this  had  continued  for  some  half-hour, 
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amidst  the  giggling  of  the  other  pair  of  lovers 
at  the  little  effect  it  seemed  to  produce;  Dubar- 
dieu  at  length  arose,  made  a  most  elaborate 
bow,  requested  me  to  honour  him  with  a 
waltz,  caught  me  round  the  waist  with  one 
arm,  and  thrust  his  unoccupied  hand  into  my 
bosom. 

Enraged  beyond  all  prudence,  and  without 
taking  time  for  reflection,  I  gave  my  inamo- 
rato such  a  box  on  the  side  of  the  head,  as 
sent  him  staggering  a  dozen  paces  backwards  ; 
till  at  length  he  fell  over  a  pine  log  into  the 
capacious  fire-place,  amidst  a  roar  of  laughter 
from  Derville  and  his  chere  amie :  the  former, 
mystified  as  he  was,  looking  upon  it  as  nothing 
more  than  a  piece  of  prudery  on  the  part  of 
the  nun  elect. 

"  C'est  un  jeune  homme !"  cried  the 
commandant,  picking  himself  up,  and 
spluttering  out  a  mouthful  of  ashes,  "  C'est 
un  vilain  garc;on  !  Ah,  coquin !  je  te  paierai 
pour  ca." 

He  drew  his  sword  accordingly,  and  made 

VOL.    II.  G 


122  PERCY    BLAKE. 

at  me  with  intense  fury,  and  tolerable  agility  ; 
while  Derville  was  so  stupified  with  love  and 
wine,  that  he  looked  upon  the  whole  as  a 
jest,  and  laughed  immoderately  at  the  fun. 

Not  so,  however,  the  commandant,  whom 
I  seemed  to  have  effectually  sobered ;  and  who, 
now  perfectly  master  of  himself,  rushed  at 
me  with  the  most  sanguinary  intentions.  In 
this  predicament,  I  looked  round  for  some- 
thing to  defend  myself;  and,  luckily  spying 
an  old  broom  in  a  corner,  I  seized  it  just  in 
time  to  parry  a  thrust  that  would  otherwise 
have  brought  my  adventures  to  a  permanent 
close.  Foiled  in  this  attempt,  Dubardieu 
renewed  his  attack  with  all  the  skill  of  which 
he  was  master ;  delivering  carte  and  tierce 
with  a  perfection  of  science  that  was  inglori- 
ously  wasted  upon  an  old  broomstick ;  with 
which  I  not  only  managed  to  defend  myself, 
but  gave  my  adversary  several  sound  whacks 
upon  the  ribs  that  made  him  grunt  and  grin 
like  a  baboon. 

At  length  the  noise  we  made  in  our  courses 
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round  the  room,  and  the  unextinguishable 
laughter  of  Derville,  in  which  he  was  heartily 
joined  by  Dona  Maria,  when  she  saw  that  I 
was  more  than  a  match  for  the  old  captain, 
attracted  the  baggage-guard  to  the  scene  of 
action.  Bursting  open  the  door,  they  all 
rushed  in,  drunk  and  sober,  as  they  were,  at 
the  critical  moment  when  I  had  their  breath- 
less commandant  pinned  up  in  a  corner ; 
and  throwing  themselves  upon  me  in  a  body, 
they  speedily  bore  me  to  the  ground. 

"  A  spy !  a  spy !"  screamed  the  com- 
mandant, with  scarcely  breath  enough  to  utter 
the  suggestions  of  his  fury.  "  A  villanous 
spy  !  a  sacre  guerilla !" 

"  Nay,  nay,  mon  Capitaine,"  said  a  shrewd 
non-commissioned  officer,  "  he  is,  at  all  events 
no  Spaniard.  Where  will  you  find  a  com- 
plexion like  this  in  all  Gallicia  ?" 

Unluckily,  a  scratch  of  my  adversary's 
point,  in  one  of  his  savage  assaults,  had 
drawn  some  blood  on  my  cheek ;  and  this 
being  rubbed  had  removed  the  brown  oint- 
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ment  with  which  Dona  Maria  had  concealed 
my  northern  complexion.  A  towel  and  water 
were  now  produced :  my  face  was  washed, 
my  country  discovered  as  well  as  my  sex ; 
while,  to  put  the  matter  beyond  all  doubt, 
my  person  being  searched,  my  pistols  and  my 
commission  were  brought  to  light. 

"  Tis  an  English  dog,  un  sacre  Jean 
Rosbifl"  cried  the  Captain,  "  a  thousand 
times  worse  than  a  guerilla.  I'll  hang  him 
instantly  before  he  does  more  mischief." 

The  propriety  of  this  decision  was  lauded 
by  all.     Even  Derville,  wTho  had  come  to  his 
senses,  acknowledged   that   it  was  not  only 
justifiable  by  the  laws  of  war,  but  actually 
necessary  for  the  safety  of  the  convoy ;  this 
being  evidently  threatened  with  some  serious 
disaster,  of  which  I  was  doubtless  the  instru- 
ment.    Finding  myself  thus  on  the  point  of 
destruction,  for  I  was  ordered  to  be  hanged 
instantly  on  a  tree  before  the  door,  I   kicked 
and  struggled  with  might  and  main  to  release 
myself;  but  my  arms  were  tied  behind  my 
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back,  and  a  huge  grenadier  seized  me  by  the 
shoulders  to  drag  me  out  to  execution. 

At  this  moment,  Dona  Maria,  who  had 
hitherto  been  a  passive  spectator  of  what  was 
going  on,  uttered  a  fearful  shriek:  then 
stooping  down  she  drew  a  knife  from  her 
garter,  the  well-known  scabbard  of  the 
Manolas ;  and  rushing  at  the  grenadier,  she 
plunged  it  into  his  abdomen,  with  so  deadly 
an  aim  and  purpose,  that  he  fell  dead  before 
his  astonished  comrades. 

With  the  fury  of  a  tigress  deprived  of 
its  young,  Dona  Maria  next  attacked  the 
others,  and  inflicted  some  desperate  wounds ; 
accompanying  every  plunge  of  her  knife 
with  a  shriek  that  rang  through  the  si- 
lent village,  and  was  echoed  amongst  the 
caverns  and  hills  by  which  it  was  sur- 
rounded. 

She  was  at  length  overpowered,  her 
weapon  wrenched  from  her  grasp,  and  the 
soldiers  were  about  to  inflict  a  summary 
vengeance   on  her;     when  a   yell,  like  the 
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united  voices  of  a  thousand  fiends,  rose  on 
the  air,  multiplied  by  the  mountain  echoes ; 
and  this  was  succeeded  by  several  volleys  of 
small  arms,  and  ferocious  cries  of : 

"  Abaxo  malditos  gavachos !  Boca  a 
tierra  ladrones  del  demonio  I" 

"  The  Guerrilleros  !  the  Guerrilleros  !" 
cried  every  voice,  as  all  rushed  out  pell-mell 
to  make  head  against  the  onslaught;  while 
Dona  Maria,  throwing  herself  into  my  arms, 
exclaimed,  as  she  fainted, 

"  Sal  de  mi  alma ! — you  are  saved,  and  I 
care  not  for  the  rest !" 

Grateful,  truly  grateful  as  I  was  for  the 
timely  succour  of  Dona  Maria,  I  could  not 
avoid  shuddering  when  I  reflected  that  I  had 
so  determined  a  murderess  in  my  arms,  and 
felt  that  her  affection  for  me  was  the  cause 
of  her  ferocity.  The  singular  contrast 
between  her  recent  frenzy,  and  the  excessive 
and  amiable  gentleness  she  had  always 
hitherto  evinced,  in  my  presence  at  least,  also 
increased  my  wonder ;  and  opened  to  my  in- 
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experienced  mind  another  fearful  chapter  in 
the  anatomy  of  the  human  heart. 

Meanwhile,  I  exerted  myself  to  bring  her 
to  her  senses  :  laying  her  gently  down  upon 
a  sofa,  I  bathed  her  temples  with  water,  till 
at  length  she  opened  her  eyes,  and  gazed 
around  her  with  a  bewildered  look.  But  the 
volleys  of  musketry,  and  the  shouts  of  the 
combatants  outside  having  speedily  brought 
her  to  her  recollection,  she  fixed  her  eyes 
upon  mine,  and  throwing  her  arms  round  my 
neck,  wept  and  sobbed  in  my  bosom. 

When  the  first  gush  of  passion  had  sub- 
sided, I  tried  to  comfort  poor  Maria ;  and 
thanked  her  earnestly  for  her  timely  inter- 
vention in  my  favour. 

"  Ah  !  'tis  but  little,"  she  said,  "  compared 
with  what  I  could  do  for  you.  Willingly  would 
I  forfeit  my  own  life  to  preserve  yours,  my 
querido — " 

I  was  about  to  renew  my  acknowledgments, 
but  she  stopped  me. 

"  Don't  interrupt  me,"  she  said  ;  "  for  our 
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time  is  short,  and  we  must  now  part — yes, 
part  for  ever  !  Pobre  Maria  !"  she  exclaimed, 
while  large  tears  rolled  down  her  cheeks,  and 
her  breast  heaved  with  heavy  sighs ;  "  Pobre 
Manola  !  One  little  glimpse  of  happiness 
you  have  had ;  but  all  is  over,  and  a  life  of 
endless  misery  is  now  your  lot.  But  you, 
my  queridito,  a  life  of  honour  awaits  you,  and 
may  it  be  a  life  ^  of  happiness  !  Yet,  when 
other  ties  shall  bind  you  to  another  home 
and  country,  perhaps  you  will  not  forget  the 
poor  Manola  to  whom  you  have  been  like 
a  messenger  of  love  and  peace  from 
heaven !" 

I  pressed  poor  Maria  in  my  arms ;  and 
kissing  the  tears  from  her  eyes,  assured  her 
that  I  should  always  think  of  her  with 
gratitude  and  affection.  I  then  tore  myself 
from  her  embrace,  and  it  was  well  I  did  so ; 
for,  in  another  moment  a  body  of  Guerril- 
leros  rushed  into  the  room,  headed  by  my 
quondam  friend  Pero  Votero,  or  Don  Pedro, 
armed  to  the  teeth  with  pistols,  dagger,  and 
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carbine  ;  his  high  crowned  hat  being  decor- 
ated with  a  broad  ribbon,  bearing  the  fol- 
lowing inscription  : 

"  vlncer  o  morir  pro  patria  et  pro 
Ferdinando  Septimo  !*" 

The  whole  plot  was  now  unravelled.  Don 
Pedro  was  the  chief  of  the  Guerilla,  with 
some  of  whose  members  I  had  supped  at 
Corunna.  Dona  Maria  and  I  were  the 
decoy  ducks,  destined  to  lull  the  suspicions 
of  the  two  officers  :  while  honest  Diego, 
with  his  cargo  of  wine  for  Benevente,  was  to 
fuddle  the  soldiers,  and  betray  them  to  his 
companions;  an  office  which  he  performed 
so  effectually  that  they  were  unable  to  defend 
themselves,  and  were  shot  down  without 
mercy.  Upwards  of  fifty  were  killed  and 
wounded  in  this  murderous  affair ;  and  the 
few  who  survived  the  slaughter  were  made 
prisoners,  to  afford  a  more  lingering  revenge 

*  "  Conquer  or  die  for  our  native  land,  and  for 
Ferdinand  VII. 
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to  the  conquerors — such  was  the  cruel  and 
remorseless  nature  of  this  patriotic  war,  so 
justly  styled  Guerra  at  cuchillo.* 

Don  Pedro's  first  attentions  were,  of 
course,  devoted  to  his  wife ;  who  received  his 
caresses,  however,  with  a  degree  of  coldness 
and  constraint,  which  he  luckily  ascribed  to 
her  terrible  fright.  Then  turning  to  me  he 
said  : 

"  Senor  Ingles,  the  joke  was  carried 
farther  than  I  anticipated  with  respect  to  you, 
but  all  is  now  happily  over.  Since,  however, 
I  have  put  your  life  in  peril,  it  shall  be  my 
business  to  procure  you  a  safe  journey  to 
your  regiment,  and  the  sooner  the  better ; 
for  that  maldito  capitano  has  escaped, 
though  I  had  made  a  vow  to  Santiago  to  pay 
him  off  for  his  cruel  tyranny,  when  he  had 
the  whip  hand  of  us  in  Corunna.  He  will 
bring  down  his  brother  Gavachos  upon  us 
immediately ;    but    they    shall   find   nobody 

*  "  War  to  the  knife." 
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here,  nor  any  of  the  sacred  things  they  have 
plundered  from  the  shrine  of  Santiago,  whose 
name  be  for  ever  praised  and  blessed, 
Amen  I" 

"Amen,"  devoutly  responded  the  Guer- 
rilleros,  as  they  made  the  sign  of  the  cross 
upon  their  foreheads  with  their  bloody 
fingers. 

"  Diego  !"  shouted  Don  Pedro. 

"  Here  am  I,"  said  Diego,  coming  with 
his  sanctified  look  from  amongst  the  crowd. 

"  Hijo  Diego,"  resumed  Don  Pedro,  "  you 
have  well  acquitted  yourself  of  your  duty 
this  day,  and  shall  be  duly  reported  to  the 
Junta.  I  am  now  about  to  confer  upon  you 
another  proof  of  my  confidence :  say,  are 
you  ready  and  willing  to  conduct  this  Eng- 
lish officer  to  the  outposts  of  El  Gran  Lor  at 
laGuardia?" 

"  With  all  my  heart,"  replied  Diego.  "  Es 
bueno  chico  y  muy  Cristiano,"  he  added,  with 
a  sly  leer  at  me,  "  especially  in  the  confession 
box." 
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"Then  saddle  two  fresh  mules  imme- 
diately," said  Don  Pedro,  "  and  start  at 
once.     You  know  the  road  I  dare  say." 

"  I  should  think  I  do,"  said  Diego,  with  a 
broad  grin. 

"  And  now,  muchachos,"  said  Don  Pedro, 
"  tackle  the  mules  to  the  waggons,  and  start 
instantly  for  Orense.  Let  the  dead  and 
dying  Gavachos  take  care  of  one  another, 
but  put  our  own  brave  fellows  that  are  hurt 
into  the  waggons.  Vamonos  muchachos! 
come  along  my  dear  wife." 

Dona  Maria,  however,  had  vanished; 
and  as  I  had  nothing  further  to  detain 
me,  I  went  out  to  prepare  for  my  journey. 

The  sight  I  now  witnessed  was  appalling : 
the  ground  was  strewn  with  dead  and  dying 
Frenchmen;  while  savage-looking Guerrilleros, 
with  bloody  knives  in  their  hands,  were 
stabbing  those  who  still  showed  any  signs  of 
life,  and  rifling  their  knapsacks.  These,  it 
must  be  confessed,  contained  numerous  arti- 
cles of  plunder,  as   doubloons,  dollars,  gold 
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and  silver  watches,  and  trinkets,  silver  cups, 
spoons,  forks,  &c.  Other  Spaniards  were 
putting  the  mules  in  the  traces,  and  moving 
the  waggons  off  as  speedily  as  possible ; 
while  a  third  party  were  collecting  and  carry- 
ing away  the  arms,  accoutrements,  and 
ammunition,  even  to  the  very  clothing  of 
their  slaughtered  adversaries. 

There  now  only  remained  Don  Pedro  and 
a  few  trusty  followers,  who,  being  well 
mounted,  were  to  act  as  a  rear-guard  ;  when, 
unluckily,  as  they  were  about  to  start,  the 
poor  French  commandant  was  discovered  up 
to  his  neck  in  a  wine-vat.  The  sight  of 
Dubardieu  aroused  all  the  vengeance  of  Don 
Pedro,  who  ordered  him  for  immediate  exe- 
cution; but  the  Frenchman  prayed  humbly 
for  his  life,  and  I  also  earnestly  interceded 
for  him. 

"  Carajo  !"  cried  the  Spaniard,  with  a  grim 
smile.  "  You  English  are  so  inconsistent, 
Why  this  is  the  very  fellow  that  twice  this 
day  attempted  to  take  your  life." 
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"  I  forgive  him  heartily,"  I  said ;  "  and 
pray  you,  for  my  sake,  to  spare  his  wretched 
life." 

"  Well,"  said  Don  Pedro,  "  for  your  sake, 
I  will  spare  his  life ;  but  I  cannot  take  him 
with  me,  and  I  mustn't  allow  him  to  escape 
till  we're  out  of  the  reach  of  pursuit.  There- 
fore, muchachos,  tie  him  up  to  yonder  tree, 
and  if  the  wolves  should  pay  him  a  visit  in 
the  course  of  the  night,  it  will  not  be  my 
fault." 

This  was  a  danger  I  had  not  anticipated, 
but  I  now  felt  its  reality  ;  for  already  troops 
of  these  shaggy  monsters,  who  abound  in  the 
gorges  of  the  Sierra,  were  seen  prowling  about, 
and  snuffing  the  tainted  air  from  the  scene  of 
action,  where  they  speedily  hoped  to  glut  their 
horrid  appetites. 

Poor  Dubardieu  also  felt  the  frightful 
extremity  to  which  he  was  reduced ;  and 
begged  piteously  to  be  taken  off  as  a  prisoner, 
thrown  into  a  dungeon,  or  even  put  to  death 
at  once,  to  avoid  his  anticipated  torments. 
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Don  Pedro,  however,  turned  an  equally  deaf 
ear  to  his  prayers,  and  to  my  remonstrances  ; 
the  only  modification  of  his  stern  decree 
being,  if  anything,  a  refinement  on  its 
cruelty. 

"  Tie  him  up  well,"  said  Don  Pedro  to 
his  myrmidons,  "  but  leave  his  right  arm  free, 
and  give  him  his  sword  to  defend  himself; 
wolf  against  wolf !  That's  fair  play,  or  the 
devil's  in  it." 

This  was  accordingly  done :  the  unfor- 
tunate Frenchman  was  tied  up  to  the  trunk 
of  an  olive  tree,  and  armed  with  his  sword ; 
while  Diego  taking  me  by  the  arm  ex- 
claimed : 

"Vamos  Serior  Inglesito;  you'll  do  no 
good  for  him,  or  yourself,  if  you  stay  any 
longer.  Pero  Votero  is  not  a  man  to  be 
trifled  with." 

Feeling  the  utter  hopelessness  of  any 
further  interference  on  my  part,  I  bade 
adieu  to  Don  Pedro,  sprang  on  my  mule, 
and  set  off  with  my  trusty  guide.      As  I 
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turned  the  corner  of  the  building,  I  looked 
up  at  the  window,  and  there  stood  pobre 
Maria,  gazing  after  me  with  streaming  eyes. 
I  kissed  my  hand  to  her,  pressed  it  to  my 
heart,  and  the  next  moment  lost  sight  of 
her  for  ever. 
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CHAPTER  TX. 

THE    SMUGGLER'S    VENTA. 

It  was  getting  dusk  as  we  cleared  the 
village  ;  and  the  clattering  of  the  mules'  feet 
upon  the  rugged  road  was  the  only  thing 
that  broke  the  dead  silence  which  now  hung 
over  a  scene,  where  the  noise  of  battle,  the 
shouts  of  the  victors,  and  the  groans  of  the 
wounded,  had  so  recently  formed  a  dismal 
chorus. 

Two  or  three  frightful  yells,  however,  came 
upon  the  breeze,  which  I  could  not  help 
fancying  were  the  last  efforts  of  poor  Dubar- 
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dieu  against  the  wolves,  equally  savage  and 
remorseless  as  Don  Pedro ;  and  I  shuddered 
when  I  reflected  on  his  horrid  fate.  But 
these  soon  after  ceased,  as  well  as  the  clatter- 
ing of  the  mules'  feet,  when  we  quitted  the 
main  road.  Making  a  sudden  turn  to  the 
right,  we  struck  into  a  wild  and  heathy  dis- 
trict ;  following  the  course  of  the  rivulet, 
which  was  every  moment  increased  in  volume 
by  the  tributary  rills  that  flowed  into  it  from 
the  mountains  on  either  side. 

The  day  had  been  warm  for  the  early 
season;  but  the  night  came  on  chill  and 
cold ;  while  a  damp  mist  arose  from  the  bed 
of  the  river,  that  made  my  teeth  chatter,  and 
my  whole  frame  shiver,  as  though  I  were 
getting  a  relapse  of  the  Walcheren  ague. 
These  symptoms  were  soon  perceived  by  my 
attentive  guide;  who,  slackening  his  pace, 
which  had  hitherto  been  at  full  speed,  un- 
buckled a  capacious  cloak  with  a  hood  to  it, 
which  had  been  strapped  before  him,  and 
handed  it  to  me   with  a  gracious  air,  as  a 
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present  from  Dona  Maria.  Pobre  Maria! 
in  the  midst  of  her  own  troubles,  she  had 
not  forgotten  mine. 

Diego  then  wrapped  himself  up  in  another 
capa  that  was  buckled  behind  him,  and  I 
lost  no  time  in  following  his  example,  which 
made  a  wonderful  difference  to  me  in  point 
of  comfort:  my  inward  man  was  still  fur- 
ther solaced  by  a  long  swig  at  a  hot  a  of 
Diego's  excellent  wine,  which  hung  at  my 
saddle  bow ;  on  which  occasion,  as  the  reader 
will  naturally  conceive,  I  made  ample  amends 
for  my  self-denial  at  the  dinner-table. 

These  .  preliminaries  being  completed,  we 
prepared  for  a  fresh  start,  when  I  felt  quite 
equal  to  all  the  fatigues  and  perils  of  the 
night ;  more  especially,  as  I  had  been 
furnished  with  a  carbine  and  a  waist-belt  of 
cartridges,  and  Don  Pedro  had  restored  my 
pistols  and  commission  to  me  when  I  bade 
him  adieu.  We  again  set  off  at  full  speed, 
to  take  advantage  of  the  level  country  as  long 
as  it  lasted;  and  kept  up  nearly  the  same 
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pace  for  three  hours,  without  meeting  with 
any  obstruction.  But  all  semblance  of  a 
road  had  long  ceased ;  and  the  ground  was 
becoming  marshy  and  broken  into  swamps, 
through  which,  however,  our  mules  splashed, 
as  sure-footed  as  if  they  were  going  over  a 
bowling  green. 

The  silence  of  the  night  was  unbroken, 
except  by  the  noise  we  made,  and  the  howling 
of  the  wolves,  which  reminded  me  sadly  of 
poor  Dubardieu.  From  the  occasional 
snorting  and  starting  of  my  mule,  I  felt 
assured  that  we  ourselves  were  surrounded 
by  these  voracious  animals  ;  and  I  thought  I 
could  even  distinguish  the  sparkling  of  their 
eyes,  every  now  and  then,  through  the 
palpable  obscure. 

Unwilling  to  become  a  prey  to  these 
savage  monsters,  who,  by  a  sudden  spring 
from  an  overhanging  rock,  might  effectually 
prevent  me  from  ever  seeing  the  Light 
Division,  I  was  determined  to  try  the  effect  of 
a  shot  or  two  amongst  them.     Being  some 
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distance  in  front  of  Diego,  I  unslung  my 
carbine ;  and,  checking  the  speed  of  my  mule, 
I  went  on  slowly  till  I  thought  I  could 
discern  one  of  the  caitiffs  crossing  my  path, 
at  a  distance  of  forty  or  fifty  paces.  I  then 
fired  with  a  steady  aim ;  and  was  assured  of 
my  success  by  the  dreadful  howl  that  imme- 
diately followed,  which  was  repeated  on  all 
sides,  in  every  diabolical  key  that  can  be 
imagined. 

Effectually  roused  by  these  savage  yells,  our 
mules  pricked  up  their  ears,  and  dashed  forward 
at  a  rate  that  soon  removed  us  from  the  dan- 
gerous proximity.  But  this  was  only  to  bring 
us  into  new  and  unexpected  peril :  for,  as  we 
slowly  proceeded  up  a  rocky  eminence,  towards 
a  dark-looking  object,  that  bore  some  resem- 
blance to  a  house,  a  report  of  fire-arms  sud- 
denly assailed  our  ears ;  while  a  shower  of ' 
slugs  or  bullets  whistled  past,  too  close 
to  be  pleasant,  cutting  the  branches  of  the 
trees  on  either  side  of  the  path  we  were 
pursuing. 
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This  threatening  demonstration,  sufficiently 
startling  of  itself,  was  immeidately  followed  by 
a  ferocious  voice ;  demanding  with  a  savage 
sort  of  growl,  and  amidst  a  volley  of  oaths 
and  imprecations, — 

"  Quien  vive  ?" 

"Espana,Espana!"  replied  Diego.  "  Cuerpo 
del  demonio  !  I  thought  every  one  would 
have  known  me  hereabouts,  even  in  the 
dark." 

We  had  by  this  time  come  up  close  to  the 
door  of  a  low,  strong-looking  building ;  and 
the  mirilla,  or  little  square  peep-hole,  with 
which  all  Spanish  doors  are  furnished,  being 
opened,  we  were  reconnoitered  from  within 
for  a  moment,  till  at  length  a  female  voice 
exclaimed, — 

"  Madre  de  Dios  !     Tis  Diego  !" 

The  door  was  immediately  opened,  and  we 
were  admitted  without  further  ceremony; 
Diego  exclaiming,  in  his  usual  sanctified 
manner,  as  he  crossed  the  threshold, — 

"  Ave  Maria  purisima  !" 
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And  being  immediately  answered  by  all 
present,  and  with  equal  piety, — 

"  Sin  peccado  concebida  !" 

The  first  persons  we  encountered  on  enter- 
ing, were  three  determined-looking  fellows, 
with  trabucos,  or  musketoons,  in  their  hands ; 
one  of  which  had  evidently  been  just  dis- 
charged, either  to  kill  or  to  frighten  us. 
Their  hostility,  however,  extended  no  farther, 
for  they  gave  Diego  a  friendly  greeting  as  a 
companero  ;  while  a  buxom  wench  caught 
him  round  the  neck  and  kissed  him  very 
lovingly. 

Diego,  who  with  all  his  sanctimonious 
formality  was  not  insensible  to  this  token  of 
affection,  bestowed  upon  the  young  lady  the 
endearing  epithets  of  querida,  and  amiga, 
and  cara  Juanita :  he  also  threw  over  her 
neck  a  gold  chain  with  a  sparkling  cross 
attached  to  it,  evidently  one  of  the  first  fruits 
of  the  late  conflict.  To  her  mother,  the 
patrona  of  the  venta,  who  gave  him  the 
benvenido  with  much  cordiality,  he  also  gave 
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a  dozen  massy  silver  spoons,  which  had  lately 
occupied  a  corner  in  a  Frenchman's  knap- 
sack. 

"  Vamos,  vamos !"  exclaimed  one  of  the 
strangers ;  "  let  the  presents  go  round, 
amigo.,, 

"  Maiiana,  mafiana !"  said  Diego,  with  a 
wave  of  his  hand,  to  indicate  that  there  were 
no  more. 

"  What  hidalgo  have  you  been  rifling  ?" 
asked  another. 

"  You'll  know  all  about  it,"  replied  Diego, 
"  when  you  get  on  as  far  as  Abavides." 

"  But  why  all  this  mystery  ?"  demanded 
the  third.     "  Tell  us  at  once," 

"  Let  me  finish  my  chocolate,  first,"  said 
Diego,  as  he  took  a  creamy  cup  just  prepared 
for  him  by  Juanita. 

The  apartment  in  which  we  now  stood 
was,  as  usual,  the  kitchen,  dining-room,  and 
drawing-room  of  this  way-side  hotel.  The 
walls  were  black  with  smoke,  and  unadorned 
except  by  a  coarse  black  crucifix,  which  hung 
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on  the  right  hand  of  the  door,  with  a  broken 
basin  under  it  for  holy  water.  A  large  cork- 
tree was  blazing  on  the  hearth,  over  which 
two  or  three  iron  pots  were  suspended, 
bubbling,  hissing,  and  sending  forth  a 
savoury  odour ;  while  a  few  pieces  of  lighted 
pine,  stuck  in  the  sides  of  the  chimney, 
illuminated  the  apartment,  as  the  hostess  was 
preparing  the  supper-table. 

"  Carajo  !"  cried  Diego,  when  he  had 
finished  his  chocolate ;  "  these  are  pretty 
manners  you  have  learned  here  lately,  mis 
amigos,  to  salute  poor  weary  travellers  with 
a  shower  of  leaden  bullets  from  your 
trabucos." 

"  'Twas  your  own  fault,  Diego,"  replied 
one  of  the  men ;  "  we  took  you  for  malditos 
aduaneros." 

"  I  thought  you  knew  better,"  said  ano- 
ther, "  than  to  go  firing  your  escopeto 
through  the  mountains  at  this  time  of  the 
night." 

"I     did    no    such    thing,"    said   Diego ; 

VOL.  II.  H 
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"  though  the  wolves  did  come  about  us  pretty 
thick." 

"  Who  was  it,  then  ?"  demanded  every 
one  in  a  tone  of  alarm.  "  Are  the  aduaneros 
then  really  on  the  look  out  ?" 

"  Well,  if  I  must  tell  you  the  truth,"  said 
Diego,  with  a  smile,  "  it  was  this  young 
gen — ahem,  young  lady,  I  mean." 

"  Young  lady  ! "  cried  the  men,  with  a 
laugh. 

"  Young  lady  I"  sighed  Juanita. 

"  Young  lady  1"  screamed  the  patrona. 

Here  I  threw  off  my  cloak  and  hood,  which 
had  hitherto  concealed  my  feminine  attire ; 
and  shone  forth  in  all  the  glories  of  frills, 
flounces,  and  furbelows,  the  borrowed  finery 
of  poor  Dona  Maria. 

"  Conque,  Sefior  Diego,"  said  one  of  the 
smugglers,  with  a  hearty  laugh ;  "  this  is  the 
way  you  go  roaming  about  the  country  with 
young  ladies  by  night,  while  poor  Juanita 
sits  at  home  in  the  chimney  corner." 

"  If  she  takes  my  advice,"  said   another, 


PERCY   BLAKE.  147 

throwing  his  arm  around  her  waist,  "  she'll 
pay  him  off  in  his  own  coin." 

"  Cuidado  !"  cried  Juanita,  giving  him  a 
pretty  smart  box  on  the  ear.  "  I  know  how 
and  when  to  avenge  myself,  without  your 
teaching." 

"Fair  maid  !"  T  said,  "  amiable  Juanita, 
do  not  let  me  be  the  cause  of  any  unhappiness 
between  you  and  your  novio.  Believe  me, 
I  would  rather  win  your  love  than  excite 
your  jealousy." 

"  Poco  a  poco — fair  and  softly,  good  sir," 
cried  Diego,  interposing,  "  you  have  done 
mischief  enough  that  way,  already,  Senor 
Inglesito." 

Here  was  another  cause  of  wonder  to  the 
inmates  of  the  venta,  who  now  looked  at  me 
w7ith  increasing  curiosity;  till,  at  length,  to 
prevent  further  mistakes,  Diego  explained 
the  mystery  of  my  metamorphosis,  and  the 
object  of  my  journey.  He  also  gave  them 
an  account  of  the  cutting  up  of  the  French 
convoy,  and  of  my  adventure  with  the  com- 

H  2 
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mandant ;  which  threw  them  into  convulsions 
of  laughter,  and  excited  many  a  jest  at  my 
expense,  some  of  which  covered  Juanita's 
face  with  frowns  and  blushes. 

To  put  an  end  to  this  badinage,  which 
was  rather  exceeding  the  bounds  of  good 
manners,  the  patrona  summoned  us  to 
supper ;  and  we  all  sat  down  with  immense 
appetites,  to  an  enormous  brown  earthen 
dish,  containing  a  guisado,  or  stew,  of  hares 
and  rabbits,  that  smoked  in  the  centre  of  the 
table,  and  diffused  around  a  delicious  fra- 
grance. It  was  flanked,  on  one  side,  by  a 
splendid  ham,  for  which  Gallicia  is  famous, 
and  on  the  other,  by  a  dish  of  hog's  puddings 
and  garavances,  or  stewed  beans ;  while  the 
round  flattened  decanter,  peculiar  to  Spain, 
with  a  long  neck,  and  still  longer  spout, 
circled  round  the  board, -pouring  down  the 
throat  of  every  guest  in  turn,  a  jet  of  gene- 
rous wine. 

All  hearts  being  opened  by  the  genial  in- 

» 

fluence  of  these  creature  comforts,  my  new 
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companions,  who,  as  I  before  surmised,  were 
all  smugglers,  renewed  their  mirth  and  tri- 
umph at  the  late  glorious  event,  expressing 
themselves  very  sententiously  as  to  the  ulti- 
mate results  of  the  war. 

"  Patience,  and  shuffle  the  cards  I"  they 
said  ;  "  the  pitcher  goes  to  the  well  till  it 
breaks !  He  must  be  blind,  indeed,  that 
can't  see  through  the  bottom  of  a  sieve !" 
with  other  scraps  of  proverbial  wisdom,  for 
which  the  countrymen  of  Sancho  Panza  are 
so  famous.  Then  they  abused  Napoleon  and 
los  Gavachos  Franceses  for  the  invasion  of 
their  delicioso  pais.  Honey,  they  said,  was 
not  made  for  the  mouth  of  an  ass !  and 
Napoleon,  in  particular,  ought  to  be  sent  to 
los  cuatro  infiernos  for  his  presumption. 
They  were  all  ready,  they  said,  for  a  guerra 
al  cuchillo,  if  the  English  would  only  stick 
by  them.  As  for  those  poor  Portuguese, 
they  were  only  to  be  despised;  for  it  was 
well  known  that  God  first  made  the  Gallician, 
and  afterwards  the  Portuguese  to  wait  upon 


150  PERCY    BLAKE. 

him.     But,  viva  el  gran  Lor  !  and  vivan  los 
valoroses  Ingleses !" 

"  Paz  con  Inglaterra 
Con  todo  el  mundo  guerra  I" 

Amidst  all  this  egotism  and  self-glorifica- 
tion, I  was  glad  to  learn  that  our  new  friends 
had  been  to  the  English  camp  with  a  cargo  of 
brandy,  tobacco,  cigars,  and  other  contraband 
wares ;  which  they  were  enabled  to  sell  to  our 
troops  at  a  much  cheaper  rate  than  they 
could  be  supplied  from  Lisbon.  They  knew 
the  Light  Division  perfectly  well,  and  told  me 
that  they  were  stationed  at  Gallegos  and  Barba 
del  Puerco,  on  the  banks  of  the  Agueda ; 
the  French  being  about  to  lay  siege  to 
Ciudad  Rodrigo,  which  was  only  three 
or  four  miles  from  our  advanced  posts. 

Having  received  such  circumstantial  infor- 
mation, which  subsequently  proved  quite 
correct,  as  to  the  position  of  my  regiment ; 
I  determined  to  strike  across  the  country 
and  join  it  at  once,  instead  of  going  to  Lord 
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Wellington's  head-quarters  at  La  Guarda. 
On  consulting  Diego,  I  found  that  he  was 
perfectly  competent  to  guide  me  thither  ; 
and  as  it  was  desirable,  on  many  accounts, 
that  we  should  cross  the  Portuguese  frontier 
before  daylight,  he  soon  after  rose  from  the 
supper-table,  exclaiming : 

"  Arriba,  arriba,  Senores  !  Ya  vamos  !"* 
Having  paid  liberally  for  our  supper,  we 
now  prepared  to  start :  the  smugglers  shook 
hands  with  me,  exclaiming,  "  Con  Christo 
vais,  amigo  !"  and  Juanita,  in  return  for  the 
pezzo  duro  that  I  slipped  into  her  hand,  gave 
me  a  gentle  pressure,  as  she  exclaimed  with 
a  coquetish  sigh,  "  Vaya  usted  con  la  Virgen 
caballero  !" 

We  continued  riding  for  the  remainder  of 
the  night  at  a  slackened  pace ;  for  we  were 
now  ascending  and  descending  steep  and 
rugged  hills,  and  crossing  the  rocky  beds  of 
foaming  torrents,   where   it  was    sometimes 

*  "  Up,  up,  masters,  we  are  off  lM 
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with  difficulty   that   our  mules    could   keep 
their  legs.    This  was,  in  fact,  the  mountainous 
frontier,    over  which    Soult's    army    escaped 
from  Portugal  with  difficulty,  by  the  sacrifice 
of  its    artillery    and   baggage,    only    a    few 
months  before,  when  pursued  by  Sir  Arthur 
Wellesley's  victorious   troops ;    which  never 
ceased  pressing  upon  and  galling  the  rear  of 
the  French,  until  they  were  fairly  over  the 
frontier.     In   these  stupendous  passes,   they 
were   also    incessantly   assailed  by   clouds  of 
armed  mountaineers ;  who,  without  venturing 
to   engage  in   close   array,  or  corps   against 
corps,  always  retired  from  rock  to  rock,  and 
from   one    position   to   another    among    the 
heights,  firing  perpetually,  even  when  flying 
from  the  hated  Gavachos  ;  while  the  wounded, 
the  sick,  or  the  exhausted  French  soldier,  who 
lagged   for  a    moment    behind    his  column, 
invariably  fell  a  prey  to  the  vengeance  of  his 
inveterate  enemies. 

Morning  broke  sweetly  upon  this  mountain 
barrier  between  two  nations  so  closely  con- 
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nected,  yet  so  dissimilar  in  many  respects  ; 
the  first  indication  we  received  of  having 
crossed  the  frontier,  being  the  palpable  differ- 
ence between  the  sonorous  Castilian,  and 
the  squeaking  language  of  Lusitania,  ad- 
dressed to  us  by  the  peasants  of  this  wild 
district.  The  scenery  was  striking  and 
picturesque:  the  road  sometimes  passing 
beneath  a  succession  of  lofty  peaks  on  one 
side ;  while  on  the  other  lay  a  deep  and 
narrow  gulph,  from  which  arose  the  faint 
murmur  of  the  torrent,  that  wound  its 
tortuous  course  at  the  bottom.  The  lower 
sides  of  the  mountain  were  covered  luxu- 
riantly with  forests  of  beech,  olives,  and  cork 
trees :  while,  in  the  higher  regions,  the  ever- 
green oak  stretched  its  venerable  boughs 
across  some  dark  ravine;  and  the  gloomy 
pine  crowned  the  very  summits,  twisted 
and  riven  by  the  violence  of  the  wintry 
gales. 

We  had  very  little  trace  of  a  road ;   hold- 
ing our  way  along  tracts  of  uncultivated  and 

H  3 
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uncultivable  land,  covered  with  a  thick  under- 
wood of  gum-cistus,  and  other  aromatic  and 
medicinal  plants  ;  which,  under  the  pressure 
of  our  mules'  feet,  loaded  the  air  with  a  rich 
perfume.  As  the  morning  advanced,  the 
cold  blue  tint  of  the  mountains  gradually 
warmed  up  to  lilac,  then  to  pink,  and  pale 
yellow ;  till  at  last  the  lofty  pinnacles  were 
deeply  tinged  with  crimson,  orange  and  gold, 
as  the  glorious  luminary  rose  above  the 
horizon. 

There  were  very  few  symptoms  of  life  in 
these  vast  solitudes ;  the  bell  of  a  hermitage, 
perhaps,  sounding  amidst  the  rocks  and 
woods,  or  a  thin  wreath  of  smoke  curling 
upwards,  from  the  dense  foliage.  Occasionally 
a  flock  of  goats  might  be  seen  suspended 
almost  in  the  air,  browsing  among  the 
cliffs,  under  the  care  of  a  wild-looking  goat- 
herd, clothed  in  sheep-skins :  while  a  ratero, 
or  solitary  footpad,  would  claim  acquaintance 
with  Diego,  who  seemed  well  known  in  these 
parts  ;  or  a  pilgrim  to  St.  James  of  Compos- 
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tella,  with  "  cockle-shell  and  sandal  shoon," 
would  bestow  a  benedicite  on  the  travellers. 

Having  now,  thanks  to  the  smugglers,  a 
certain  point  to  steer  by ;  instead  of  going,  at 
the  mercy  of  chance,  to  some  distant  part  of 
the  British  lines,  which  necessarily  occupied 
an  extended  space  of  country,  Diego  took  his 
measures  accordingly.  Being  himself  a  very 
active  smuggler,  as  indeed  the  guerrilleros 
generally  were ;  he  knew  every  track  in  this 
part  of  the  Peninsula,  highway  and  bye-way ; 
and  could  calculate  to  a  nicety  the  places  to 
be  avoided,  and  the  retired  ventas  where  we 
could  safely  stop  for  rest  and  refreshment. 

In  this  manner,  making  a  detour  to  avoid 
Villa  Real,  we  crossed  the  Duero  between 
Lamego  and  Miranda;  then  veering  to  the 
left,  we  struck  off  direct  for  Ciudad  Rodrigo. 
For  two  days  longer,  we  thus  continued  riding 
without  interruption ;  for,  if  any  curiosity  was 
excited  by  my  appearance,  it  was  easily 
satisfied  by  a  mysterious  whisper  from  Diego, 
that  1  was  a  young  Castilian  lady,  going  to 
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pay  a  visit  to  el  gran  Lor :  that  awful 
name  checked  all  importunity,  and  convinced 
the  simple  querists  that  all  was  right. 

On  the  evening  of  the  third  day,  wre  per- 
ceived indications  of  approaching  an  outpost. 
First,  some  soldiers  appeared,  sauntering 
about  the  fields  and  deserted  houses,  in 
search  of  plunder,  or  amusement.  To  my 
great  delight  some  of  them  belonged  to  my 
own  regiment,  and  it  was  with  the  utmost 
difficulty  I  restrained  myself  from  speaking 
to  them.  Next  I  heard  some  drummer-boys 
and  buglers  practising  their  respective  instru- 
ments, and  a  juvenile  fifer  essaying  the 
national  anthem:  then  a  redoubt  or  two 
appeared,  with  a  sentry  walking  on  the  plat- 
form, who  luckily  took  no  notice  of  me  ;  the 
apparition  of  one  of  the  fair  sex  at  this  out- 
quarter  being,  perhaps,  of  somewhat  frequent 
occurrence.  To  these  succeeded  the  shambles 
of  the  meat  contractor ;  the  commissariat 
stores ;  and  the  hospital,  with  several  patients 
in  their  flannel  gowns,  walking  up  and  down 


PERCY    BLAKE.  157 

before  the  doors ;  or  a  wounded  man  brought 
in  on  a  stretcher  from  the  outlying  picket, 
on  the  left  bank  of  the  Agueda.  Objects,  in 
short,  long  familiar  to  my  sight,  and  dear  to 
my  heart,  multiplied  at  every  step  I  took  ; 
till  I  found  myself  at  the  entrance  of  a  village, 
which  Diego  and  I  rode  boldly  into. 

We  had  not  proceeded  far,  when  we  ap- 
proached three  or  four  officers,  walking  lei- 
surely before  us,  chatting  and  laughing 
merrily.  They  were  all  strangers  to  me 
except  one ;  and  him  I  should  know  amongst 
a  thousand,  by  his  portly  person,  his  rubi- 
cund visage,  and  his  clear  hilarious  laugh, 
which  rang  out  good-humouredly  above  all 
the  rest.  Having  no  doubt  as  to  the  iden- 
tity of  this  individual,  I  shouted  at  the  very 
top  of  my  voice : 

"  Jack  Dillon  from  Navan  !" 
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CHAPTER  X. 

THE    LIGHT   DIVISION. 

The  strangers  all  turned  round  and  ap- 
proached me,  with  evident  symptoms  of  sur- 
prise and  curiosity  ;  till  at  last,  Dillon  him- 
self, after  staring  at  me  for  a  while,  ex- 
claimed : — 

"  By  the  powers  'tis  Percy  Blake  of  Ours  !" 
"  Nonsense  !"  said  one,  "  'tis  a  woman  !"' 
"  'Tis  a  buena  muchacha"  said  another, 
"and  not  a  bad  looking  girl,  either,   on  a 
march." 

"  Then  it  must  be  his  sister,"  said  Dillon, 


PERCY   BLAKE.  159 

"  for  I  never  saw  any  two  faces  so  like  one 
another,  and  I  never  saw  hers  at  all,  at  all." 

A  general  laugh  pealed  forth  at  Dillon's 
bull,  in  which  I  heartily  joined  as  the  party 
approached. 

"  Ah,  then,  Percy  my  boy,"  said  Dillon,  "  is 
it  you  or  your  sister?  and  which  of  the 
heavenly  elements  have  you  dropt  from,  a 
cushla  ?" 

"Help  me  to  alight,  Jack,"  I  said,  "I 
have  been  a  whole  week  in  this  cursed  pack- 
saddle,  and  have  lost  the  use  of  my  limbs." 

Dillon  accordingly  lifted  me  off  my  mule 
in  his  brawny  arms,  and  I  was  introduced  to 
his  companions,  officers  of  the  43rd  ;  one  of 
the  distinguished  regiments  of  the  Light 
Division,  who  gave  me  a  most  cordial  recep- 
tion. 

I  now  turned  to  Diego,  and  putting  my 
last  two  doubloons  into  his  hand,  I  released  him 
from  all  further  attendance,  and  desired  him 
to  present  my  kind  and  grateful  regards  to 
Don  Pedro  and  Dona  Maria.     With  many 
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thanks  and  good  wishes  Diego  took  his  leave, 
praying  that  my  Excellency  might  live  a 
thousand  years. 

"  Well,"  said  Dillon,  "  this  beats  Banagher 
and  Ballinasloe,  to  see  you  drop  amongst  us 
like  one  of  the  howrees  of  the  Turks;  so 
transmogrified  that  if  I  didn't  know  your  face 
by  the  sound  of  your  voice,  I'd  swear  you 
had  been  changed  at  nurse,  alanuv." 

Dillon's  merry  companions  seemed  to  hang 
so  entirely  on  every  word  he  uttered  as 
mirth-exciting,  that  even  this  hackneyed  bull 
produced  a  laugh  from  them  ;  while  he,  un- 
conscious that  they  more  frequently  laughed 
at  him  than  with  him,  went  on  his  own  free 
and  easy  way,  as  usual. 

"  And  to  hear  you  gabbling  Spanish,"  he 
continued,  "  like  a  three-year-old,  when  I 
have  been  amongst  the  Dons  and  High 
Dolgoes  for  a  month  of  Sundays,  and  I  can't 
say  thourem  pogue  ma  cauleen  ogue  yet  in  any 
language  but  my  own.  The  first  of  the  Blakes 
must  surely  have  been  a   top-sawyer  at  the 
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tower  of  Babylon,  and  left  you  the  gift  of  the 
gab  as  a  codicil." 

After  another  explosion  of  laughter,  in 
which  Dillon  joined  uproariously  at  his  own 
wit,  we  adjourned  to  the  quarters  of  one  of 
my  new  friends ;  where  cigars  and  cognac 
being  produced  ad  libitum,  I  gave  them  a 
relation  of  my  adventures  by  sea  and  land, 
which  very  much  excited  their  wonder  and 
amusement.  They  explained  to  me  in  turn, 
the  present  posture  of  affairs  at  this  advanced 
outpost  of  the  British  army,  which  was  briefly 
as  follows  : — 

The  Light  Division,  under  General  Craw- 
furd,  consisted  of  the  43rd,  52nd  and  95th 
regiments  of  the  line,  with  the  First  German 
Hussars,  a  troop  of  horse  artillery,  and  two 
battalions  of  Cacadores,  (Portuguese  light  in- 
fantry,) numbering  in  all  about  four  thousand 
bayonets.  It  was  stationed  in  advance  of  the 
river  Coa,  (the  boundary  between  Spain  and 
Portugal)  the  principal  quarters  being  Gallegos 
and  Barba  del  Puerco,  where  I  had  just  arrived. 
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The  outlying  pickets  were  furnished  alternately 
by  the  three  regiments ;  and  as  the  French  in 
overwhelming  force  were  about  to  besiege 
Ciudad  Rodrigo,  which  was  only  two  or 
three  miles  beyond  our  advance  at  Gallegos, 
our  troops  were  greatly  harrassed  by  the 
severity  of  the  duty,  an  attack  being  almost 
hourly  expected. 

" Luckily,"  said  one  of  the  43rd,  "we 
have  an  excellent  backer ;  for  Picton  with 
the  fighting  division  is  at  Pinhel,  a  few  miles 
only  in  our  rear." 

"  Tis  little  good  that  will  do  you,"  said 
Dillon.  "He  loves  Crawfurd  as  the  devil 
does  holy  water,  and  wouldn't  be  sorry  to 
see  him  get  a  licking  before  he  came  to  his 
assistance." 

These  words  of  my  eccentric  friend  proved 
prophetic  at  a  critical  moment  not  long  after. 

"  Matters  being  in  this  ticklish  position 
then,"  I  said,  "  I  must  get  rid  of  this  female 
toggery  as  soon  as  possible.  Where  are  our 
lads  quartered,  Dillon?" 
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"  At  Gallegos,"  replied  Dillon.  "  You  are 
now  at  Barba  del  Puerco,  or  if  you  like  it 
better  in  English,  at  the  '  Pig's  Beard.'  I 
have  heard  of  a  Pig's  whistle  before  now, 
but  they  wear  imperials  it  seems  in  this 
country." 

"I  dare  say  I  can  get  a  rig  out  amongst 
them,"  I  observed,  "  for  I  have  come  as  you 
see  in  very  light  marching  order." 

"Oh,  Father  Tim  will  do  your  business 
in  that  way,"  said  Dillon,  winking  at  his 
companions. 

"  Who  is  he  ?"  I  demanded. 

"  I'll  introduce  you  to  his  reverence,"  said 
Dillon,  drily. 

"  But  perhaps  Conolly  is  come  up,"  I 
said,  "  with  my  baggage  from  Lisbon." 

"  Perhaps  so,"  said  Dillon,  mysteriously. 

"  In  that  case,"  I  said,  "  I  shall  soon  be 
in  skirmishing  order.  Come  Jack,  let  us 
start." 

"Fair  and  aisy,"  said  Dillon.  "Wait 
till  nightfall;    for  if   they  saw  me  walking 
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with   you  in  that    trim,  I    should  lose  my 
character  as  an  immaculate  Benedick." 

Accordingly,  after  chatting  with  my  new 
friends  for  another  hour,  we  bade  them  adieu, 
and  started  for  Gallegos ;  a  few  miles  in 
advance,  between  the  Agueda  and  the  Coa. 
We  soon  reached  the  narrow  bridge  of  San 
Felices,  which  spans  the  rapid  current  of  the 
former,  where  we  fell  in  with  a  guard  of  the 
52nd;  the  cracking  of  rifles  and  the  whis- 
tling of  balls  becoming  more  perceptible  as 
we  neared  the  outlying  pickets  of  the  two 
armies.  As  we  thus  jog  along,  challenged  by 
sentries,  scrutinized  by  patrols,  who  thought 
me  a  very  suspicious  looking  person,  and 
stumbling  on  fatigue  parties  in  the  dark, 
laden  with  sandbags  and  fascines  for  the 
front,  or  wounded  men  for  the  rear ;  it  will 
not  be  a  bad  opportunity  to  introduce  to 
the  reader's  acquaintance  Jack  Dillon  from 
Navan. 

Jack  was  as  brave  a  fellow  as  ever  drew  a 
sword;   and  with   his  rubicund    visage   and 
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portly  person,  the  beau-ideal  of  jollity  and 
good-humour.  He  had  been  a  bit  of  a  dunce 
at  school,  and  did  not  improve  much  since 
he  had  left  it :  but  he  had  a  great  deal  of 
what  is  called  "  mother  wit,"  with  a  national 
tendency  to  bull-making ;  which  formed  such 
a  delightful  compound  as  made  him  a  general 
object  of  attraction  to  all  the  young  fellows  of 
the  brigade,  by  a  bevy  of  whom  he  was 
always  surrounded, 

But  Dillon's  peculiar  talent  was  the  grace 
and  elegance  with  which  he  sang  the  Irish 
melodies :  for  though  one  might  naturally 
expect  from  him  such  versions  as  "  Would 
you  task  the  moon-tied  hair,"  he  was,  on  the 
contrary,  not  only  perfectly  correct  in  his 
reading,  but  singularly  accurate  in  character 
and  expression ;  while  his  voice,  which  was 
melody  itself,  was  modulated  as  it  were  by 
instinct ;  for  he  knew  no  more  about  gamut, 
or  solfa  than  he  did  about  Greek,  which  he 
called  the  language  of  those  old  Turks  the 
Romans. 
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Strange  to  say,  Dillon  had  never  been  in 
England  ;  having  come,  as  he  himself  de- 
scribed it,  by  a  side  wind  from  Cork  to 
Lisbon ;  "  which  brought  me  over,  you  see,  by 
way  of  a  slope,"  said  Jack,  "  without 
touching  the  step-mother  country  at  all,  at 
all."  He  might,  therefore,  be  held  excusable 
for  believing  that  an  Irish  city  was  the 
finest  thing  in  nature,  and  Navan  the  first  of 
Irish  cities,  "  barrin  Dublin,  perhaps."  He 
accordingly  wrote  himself  down,  with  be- 
coming pride,  as  "  Jack  Dillon,  from  Navan," 
on  his  cards,  his  trunks,  and  occasionally, 
indeed,  in  his  "  Guard  Reports,"  when  he 
happened  to  have  a  drop  in  his  eye ;  and  by 
this  style  and  title  he  was  better  known  in 
the  Peninsula  than  by  any  other. 

We  arrived  at  length  at  Gallegos,  which, 
as  usual,  I  found  to  consist  of  narrow 
winding  streets  and  grated  windows.  This 
small  place,  which  was  only  three  or  four  miles 
from  Ciudad  Rodrigo,  having  been  abandoned 
by  its  inhabitants,  the  houses  were  all  occu- 
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pied  by  our  Light  Bobs ;  the  church,  a  large 
respectable  building,  being  appropriated  as  an 
hospital.  Into  this  we  took  a  peep,  en 
passant,  and  found  it  pretty  well  filled  with 
sick  and  wounded,  ranged  along  the  walls, 
and  lying  upon  thick  straw  mattresses  on  the 
floor ;  while  medical  men  and  hospital 
orderlies  were  bustling  about  in  all  directions, 
and  the  groans  of  a  poor  fellow  suffering 
amputation  sounded  ominously  to  the  ear. 

Having  groped  our  way  for  some  time 
through  the  proverbial  dirt  and  darkness  of 
this  truly  Spanish  village,  we  came  to  a  small 
shop  that  was  dimly  lighted  with  one  or 
two  iron  lamps,  in  which  very  rancid  oil 
was  burning. 

"This,"  said  Dillon,  "is  the  residence  of 
Father  Tim.  Just  place  yourself  here  beside 
the  door,  and  you'll  be  able  to  form  some 
idea  of  his  reverence." 

I  did  so  accordingly,  and  looked  into  the 
shop,  which  was  very  sparingly  furnished 
with  three  or  four  casks  of  different  shapes 
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and  sizes,  and  a  few  pig-skins  apparently 
filled  with  wine;  one  of  the  casks  being 
labelled  "Accadente,"  another,  "Co-ni-ac," 
and  a  third,  "  Mollygo." 

Behind  the  counter  stood  Father  Tim 
himself;  a  young  man  evidently,  though  en- 
veloped in  the  capacious  white  habit  of  a 
Dominican  friar,  while  his  head  was  covered 
with  the  huge  canoe-shaped  hat  of  that  dis- 
tinguished order.  He  was  occupied  apparently 
in  counting  upon  his  fingers  ;  muttering  to 
himself,  and  scolding  a  Portuguese  boy,  that 
he  called  Jose,  who  was  washing  tumblers 
and  glasses  by  his  side,  to  help  the  customers 
who  came  in  for  wine  or  spirits  ;  while,  as 
Father  Tim  had  occasion  to  move  about  his 
shop,  he  carried  in  his  hand  to  light  his 
steps  one  of  those  immense  waxen  tapers 
that  decorate  the  altars  in  Catholic 
countries. 

"Now,  Jose,  you  thief,"  said  Father  Tim, 
in  English,  "  if  you  break  any  more  of  them 
glasses,  I'll  turn  you  out  on  the  shakheraun ; 
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and  'tis  thinking  I  am  you'll  be  sorry  enough 
when  you  go  back  to  your  own  beggarly  home, 
from  the  good  aiting  and  dhrinking,  and  ili- 
gant  dhry  lodgins  you  find  undher  my  counther 
here,  you  thief  o'  the  world !" 

"  Why,  good  heavens  !"  I  exclaimed  to 
Dillon  ;  "  'tis  Conolly  !" 

"  Hush,  hush !"  said  Dillon,  bursting  with 
laughter ;  "  be  silent  for  a  while,  or  you'll  spoil 
sport." 

"  If  you  please,  Father  Tim,"  said  a  soldier's 
wife,  who  had  just  entered  the  shop,  "  I'll  be 
greatly  obliged  to  you  for  a  pint  of  Accadente." 

"  Yes,  Ma'am,"  said  Father  Tim,  who  didn't 
seem,  however,  to  relish  her  extra  politeness  : 
"  but  remember  my  sign,  Ma'am,  if  you 
please." 

The  woman  cast  her  eye,  with  a  doleful  ex- 
pression, on  a  large  placard  ;  upon  which  was 
written,  in  very  legible  characters,  the  following 
pithy  distich  : 

"  Neither  tick  nor  trust, 
But  down  with  your  dust !" 

"  Well,  then,   Father  Tim,"  said  the  lady,  in 
a  wheedling  voice,  "  'tis  a  little  short  I  am  at 
vol.  n.  I 
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present  ;  but  I'll  pay  you  to-morrow,  for  I  have 
a  washing-bill  due  me  by  Ensign  Battersby." 

"  This  is  the  tenth  time  I  have  heard  of  that 
washing-bill/'  said  Father  Tim ;  "  but  it's  no 
go,  Ma'am." 

"  Milia  murther !"  cried  the  applicant, 
"  what'll  I  do  now  ?  My  poor  man  is  going 
on  outlying  picket  to-night,  and  he  hasn't  a 
toothful  to  comfort  him." 

"  Can't  help  it,  Ma'am,"  replied  Father  Tim. 
"  I  can't  pay  house-rent,  and  servant's  wages, 
and  feed  such  a  gormandizing  thief  as  Jose, 
upon  tick,  Ma'am." 

The  poor  woman  turned  to  leave  the  shop ; 
but  as  she  came  out  of  the  door,  Dillon  put  a 
peseta*  into  her  hand,  and  placed  his  finger  on 
his  lips  at  the  same  time.  This  enabled  her  to 
get  a  whole  bottle  of  Accadente,  to  comfort  her 
poor  man  on  outlying  picket,  and  Father  Tim 
was  all  smiles  and  complaisance  at  sight  of  the 
coin. 

The  soldier's  wife  was  succeeded  by  an  urchin 
not  so  high  as  the  counter,  who  called  out 
lustily,  however, 

"  Fader  Tim  !  Fader  Tim  !" 
*  A  Spanish  coin,  about  eigbtpence  in  value. 
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"  Well,  my  man,"  said  Father  Tim,  "  what 
is  it  you  want  ?  " 

"  Please,  Sir,"  replied  the  youngster,  "  daddy 
says  you  havn't  ped  him  yet  for  de  Frenchman's 
goold  watch  he  sold  you." 

"  Gold  !  you  desaiver !"  cried  Father  Tim. 
"  'Twas  only  pinchback,  and  not  worth  five 
shillings." 

"  Please,  Fader  Tim,"  said  the  young  nego- 
ciator ;  "  daddy  says  he  has  no  dejection  to  take 
it  out  in  liquor,  if  it's  all  de  same  to  you." 

"  Very  well,"  said  Father  Tim,  "  how  much 
do  you  want  now  ?" 

"A  bottle  for  daddy,"  said  young  hopeful, 
"  and  a  sup  for  meself." 

Father  Tim  immediately  supplied  the  wants 
of  his  young  customer,  who  exclaimed  as  he 
went  away  smacking  his  lips : 

"  Oh,  be  de  hokey  !  isn't  dat  bang-up  !" 

After  one  or  two  more  scenes  of  this  nature, 
which  exhibited  the  shrewdness  of  Father  Tim, 
as  well  as  his  love  of  money ;  Dillon  and  I 
entered  the  shop,  the  former  calling  for  a  pint 
of  Malaga. 

"  Yes,  Captain,"  said  Father  Tim,  with  great 
alacrity.     "  I  hope  your  honour's  well,  Sir,  and 

I  2 
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is  this  your  honour's  lady,  Sir?"  Here  he 
gave  me  a  good  long  stare,  while  I  looked 
exceedingly  demure.  "  She's  a  Spanish,  I 
suppose,  Captain,  by  her  mantile-o,  and  doesn't 
speak  English."  Here  he  gave  another  look. 
"  Will  you  have  the  dry  or  the  sweet  Mollygo, 
Captain  ?" 

"  Dry  for  me,"  replied  Dillon,  "  sweet  for 
the  lady." 

Here  Father  Tim  went  to  one  of  his  barrels 
and  turned  the  cock ;  but  he  couldn't  help 
giving  me  another  look  over  his  shoulder,  when 
exclaiming  : 

"  Heavenly  Mary  !  'tis  the  masther !" 

Down  dropt  the  vessel  in  which  he  was 
drawing  the  wine ;  and  without  waiting  to  stop 
the  cock,  poor  Conolly  threw  himself  at  my 
feet,  seized  my  hand,  and  kissing  it  repeatedly, 
blubbered  forth  : 

"  Thank  heaven,  and  all  the  blessed  saints, 
that  I  see  you  once  more  alive ;  and  the  blag- 
guards  told  me  you  were  kilt  in  a  jewel.  Jose, 
you  thief  o'  the  world  !  Why  don't  you  stop 
that  cock,  an  all  the  liquor  running  about? 
Oh,  Captain  dear,  what  a  joker  you  are,  with 
your   '  dry  for  myself,'  an  your  '  sweet  for  the 


PERCY    BLAKE.  173 

lady.5  Jose,  snuff  that  candle,  or  I'll  brain  you 
— don't  you  see  there's  a  thief  in  it,  and  itself  a 
holy  candle,  to  boot.  And  my  own  dear  master 
is  come  back  to  us  again  to  shoot  the  Toora. 
loos ;  bad  scran  to  them  for  making  a  hole  in 
my  beautiful  pigskin  of  Mollygo,  the  other 
night,  with  a  rifle  ball." 

"  Well,  Conolly,"  I  said,  interrupting  his 
miscellaneous  eloquence.  "  You  seem  to  be 
driving  a  pretty  brisk  trade  here." 

"  And  thanks  to  his  honour,  Captain  Dillon, 
for  that  same  Sir,"  replied  Conolly.  "  Sure 
he  got  me  excused  from  guards  and  parades, 
and  outlying  picket ;  that  I  might  look  after 
your  honour's  baggage,  and  save  it  from  the 
rogues  and  rapparees." 

"  And  where  is  my  baggage  ?"  I  demanded. 

"  Where  would  it  be,  but  in  your  quarters, 
Sir?"  replied  Conolly. 

"  Where  are  they  ?"  I  asked. 

"  Here  sir,  up  stairs,  to  be  sure,"  replied 
Conolly.  "  Oh  !  praise  be  to  the  Vargin,  if  I 
havn't  got  you  as  snug  a  billet  as  ever  you  sot 
eyes  on,  in  spite  of  the  quarter-master  sergeant, 
who  wanted  it  for  himself,  indeed ;  only  his 
honour,   Captain  Dillon,  stood  in  the  gap,  and 
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defaited  the  inimy.  And,  by  the  same  token, 
as  there  was  a  nice  little  bit  of  a  shop  belong- 
ing to  it,  I  thought,  your  honour,  I  couldn't 
do  better  than  turn  an  honest  penny  in  it." 

"  But  how  have  you  escaped  the  Provost 
Marshal,  in  so  doing  ?"  I  demanded. 

"  Oh,  the  Provo  and  I  is  as  thick  as  thieves/' 
replied  Conolly ;  "  and  I'll  engage  the  daisant 
man  never  wants  for  a  toothful  of  Accadente, 
or  a  go  of  Co-ni-ac,  on  a  winter's  night,  or 
a  frosty  morning,  when  he's  going  his  rounds. 
'  All  I  ask  of  you,  Maister  Conolly,'  says  he, 
'  is  to  keep  yer  hands  frae  peeking  and  stealing/ 
says  he.' 

"  f  Oh,  tear  an  ages  !  Sergeant  Jameson/  I 
said  to  him,  *  how  could  you  think  I'd  ever  do 
sich  a  thing  ?' 

"  '  Hoot  awa,  mon  !'  says  he,  '  dinna  ye  think 
I  have  heerd  tell  aboot  the  cuckoo-clock,  in  the 
island  of  Walchereen  ?'  " 

"  Murder  will  out,  Conolly,"  said  Dillon. 

"  Now,  Conolly,"  I  said,  "  let  me  see  my 
quarters  ;  for  I  am  both  tired  and  hungry." 

"To  be  sure  Sir  ;  this  way,  yer  honour," 
said  Conolly,  taking  two  of  the  holy  candles 
in    his  hands,    to    marshal    me  the  way,  as   1 
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have  seen  royalty  lighted  to  its  opera-box,  by 
an  obsequious  manager.  Before  he  went,  how- 
ever he  called  out  to  his  locum  tenens : 

"  You  Jose,  mind  the  shop  till  I  come  back ; 
and  if  you  drink  any  more  of  that  Molly-go,  I'll 
throttle  you,  you  thief." 

Conolly  now  led  the  way  up  stairs  into  a 
very  nice  room  indeed,  for  a  Spanish  house; 
and  here  I  found  all  my  baggage  safe,  and  in 
good  order. 

"  There  they  are,  sir,"  said  Conolly,  with  an 
expression  of  laudable  pride.  "  Six  of  all 
sizes,  from  the  big  bed-chest,  down  to  the  little 
portmantle,  all  in  rotation,  like  huckster's  turf; 
and  many  a  hard  fight  I  had,  as  his  honour  the 
captain  knows,  to  get  'em  up  here  from  Lisbon, 
what  with  quarter- masters,  and  quarter-master 
sergeants,  and  commissary's  clerks  :  but  I  bam- 
boozled 'em  all,  for  I  borrowed  the  colonel's 
canvass  cases  for  them,  with  his  name  painted 
in  full,  and  then  who  dar  say  paise  ?" 

"  What  did  the  colonel  do  in  the  meantime  ?" 
I  asked. 

"  Sure  I  knew  before  any  one  else  did," 
replied  Conolly,  "  through  his  servant,  an  old 
friend  of  mine,  that  he  was   going   to  stop   at 
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Lisbon  for  three  weeks  ;  and  by  that  time  I  had 
'em  all  sent  back." 

You're  a  wonderful  fellow,  Conolly,"  I  said, 
"  but  you  must  cut  the  shop." 

"  Oh,  Master  Percy  !"  exclaimed  Conolly, 
"  isn't  this  a  poor  case,  an  I  making  sich  a  mint 
o'  money.  Besides,  yer  honour,  'tisn't  a  shop 
after  all,  but  a  wine  store,  as  they  call  it  in  this 
country ;  and  sure  I  don't  sell  any  of  the  vul- 
gar commodities,  as  soap,  candles,  treacle  and 
hogs'  puddings,  only  the  genteelest  of  Co-ni-ac 
and  Molly-go." 

"  You  must  also,"  I  said,  "  give  up  that 
clerical  habit  that  has  made  such  a  Guy  of  you. 
Pray  where  did  you  get  it  ?" 

"  The  what  do  you  call  it,  Sir  ?"  said 
Conolly.  "  Oh  !  I  know  what  you  mean.  Sure 
it  belonged  to  Father  Tonio,  who  lived  here  till 
he  died  one  day,  and  left  it  to  me  in  his  will, 
with  four  holy  candles  that  we  used  at  his 
berrin,  and  a  holy  water  brush." 

"  Did  he  die  here  ?"  I  demanded. 

"  In  this  very  room  Sir,"  replied  Conolly. 
1 1  But  you  needn't  be  afraid,  Master  Percy  ;  for  I 
had  his  sperrit  laid  in  the  Red  Sea,  with  bell 
book,  and  candle." 


PERCY    BLAKE.  177 

My  considerate  valet  now  lit  a  fire  on  the 
capacious  hearth,  and  fried  some  excellent  rashers 
of  Estremadura  hog,  with  eggs  "  hot  from  the 
hen,"  as  he  expressed  himself ;  and  some  of  our 
lads  who  knew  me,  with  others  who  did  not,  but 
were  dying  to  hear  my  strange  adventures,  having 
dropt  in,  we  passed  a  pleasant  evening,  with  the 
aid  of  cigars,  and  Mr.  Conolly's  Co-ni-ac.  That 
night  I  slept  in  clover,  in  my  own  camp-bed  ; 
and  made  my  appearance  on  parade,  at  three 
o'clock  the  following  morning,  once  more  every 
inch  a  Light  Bob. 


I  6 


178  PERCY    BLAKE. 


CHAPTER  XL 

OUTLYING   PICKET. 

It  was  the  merry  month  of  May,  and  every- 
thing was  bright,  cheerful,  and  brilliant  at 
Gallegos ;  where,  under  the  auspices  of  Jack 
Dillon,  to  whose  company  I  was  posted,  and 
some  other  old  hands,  we  established  a  very 
comfortable  field  mess,  in  the  principal  house 
of  the  place,  which  had  belonged  to  the  alcalde. 
Here  we  kept  up  a  very  friendly  and  familiar  in- 
tercourse with  the  other  two  regiments  of  our 
brigade,  which  were  quartered  at  Barba  del 
Puerco  and  other  neighbouring  villages  ;  being 
mutually  honorary  members  of  each  other's 
messes,  and  paying  each  other  frequent  visits ; 
on  which  occasions  I  used  to  enjoy  amazingly  a 
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ramble  through  the  woods  of  cork  and  olive 
trees,  that  lay  between  our  respective  quar- 
ters. 

We  not  unfrequently,  also,  got  up  little 
entertainments  for  the  simple  and  worthy 
Leonese,  in  whose  "  kingdom"  we  now  were ; 
at  which  the  charros  and  charras,  or  dandies 
and  dandyzettes  -of  Leon,  exhibited  their  grace- 
ful forms  and  picturesque  costumes,  for  the  ad- 
miration of  their  English  friends.  Nor  were  they 
remiss  in  the  duties  of  hospitality  themselves ; 
but  returned  our  civilities  with  warm  and 
pressing  invitations  to  their  cattle  brandings, 
marriages,  and  family  feasts :  on  which  occa- 
sions they  kept  open  house,  with  a  profusion  of 
eating,  drinking,  singing  and  dancing,  that 
pleasingly  reminded  us  of  the  wedding  of 
Camacho. 

Meanwhile,  the  horizon  began  to  lower  in  the 
direction  of  the  Pyrenees ;  and  the  Gallic  cock 
to  flap  his  wings,  as  if  all  in  reality  was  over,  but 
the  final  crow  of  triumph.  The  peace  concluded 
at  Vienna  in  1809  having  released  France  from 
all  her  northern  wars,  Napoleon  announced  his 
intention  of  "  drowning  the  Leopard  ;"  and  ac- 
cordingly sent  powerful  supplies   to   Spain,    for 
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the  invasion  of  Portugal,  and  the  expulsion  of 
the  English. 

The  French  army  destined  for  this  invasion 
amounted  to  eighty  thousand  men,  in  three 
divisions,  under  Marshals  Ney,  Junot,  and 
Reynier  ;  the  command  in  chief  being  vested  in 
Marshal  Massena.  To  oppose  this  multitude  of 
tried  and  hardy  warriors,  accustomed  to  con- 
quest over  all  the  rest  of  Europe,  Lord  Welling- 
ton had  only  thirty  thousand  English,  and  as 
many  Portuguese,  regular  troops ;  exclusive  of 
several  flying  corps  of  Portuguese  militia,  led  by 
chiefs  of  their  own  nation,  or  by  English 
officers ;  and  levies  en  masse,  known  by  the 
name  of  Ordenanzas,  to  the  number  of  forty- 
five  thousand  more. 

With  an  army  of  so  heterogeneous  a  cha- 
racter, Lord  Wellington  could  not  think  of 
giving  battle  on  the  plains  of  Salamanca,  where 
his  enemy  presented  a  numerous  and  formidable 
body  of  cavalry :  he,  therefore,  strictly  confined 
himself  to  the  defence  of  Portugal ;  and  would 
not  move  a  step  from  the  position  his  troops 
now  occupied,  on  the  frontiers  of  that  kingdom, 
in  spite  of  all  the  provocations  of  the  French. 

Early  in  May,  Massena  prepared  for  active 
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operations,  and  invested  Ciudad  Rodrigo,  then 
in  possession  of  the  Spaniards ;  the  siege  opera- 
tions being  carried  on  by  Junot,  with  forty 
thousand  men,  while  Ney  effectually  covered  him 
with  thirty  thousand  more.  In  front  of  this 
overwhelming  force,  our  Light  Division  could  of 
course  do  nothing,  but  closely  observe  the 
enemy  ;  and,  though  we  were  reinforced  by  the 
14th  and  16th  Light  Dragoons,  and  also  by 
Julian  Sanchez  and  Carrera's  divisions,  still,  ex- 
pecting an  almost  daily  attack,  the  duty  was 
sufficiently  harrassing  both  for  men  and  officers. 

This  new  campaign  opened  with  something 
of  a  savage  character  :  for,  during  the  early  part 
of  the  siege,  our  respective  pickets  were  con- 
stantly in  the  habit  of  firing  at  each  other: 
which  occasioned  a  number  of  needless  casual- 
ties, that  could  have  no  possible  influence  on  the 
final  result.  Subsequently,  however,  as  if  by 
mutual  consent,  this  sanguinary  system  was  dis- 
continued ;  and  a  better  understanding  established 
with  the  enemy,  which  tended  greatly  to  soften 
the  horrors  of  war. 

Under  the  guarantee  of  this  tacit  agreement, 
it  was  by  no  means  uncommon  to  see  men  and 
officers    on    both    sides     conversing    together, 
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joking  with  each  other  on  the  events  of  the  cam- 
paign, and  its  probable  termination  ;  or  sharing 
freely  with  their  respective  enemies  little  com- 
forts and  luxuries  which,  in  ordinary  life,  we  only 
bestow  upon  private  friends.  In  no  instance, 
was  this  mutual  confidence  betrayed  by  even 
a  chance  shot ;  though  both  sides  were  at  times 
prepared  for  a  sudden  and  unexpected  resumption 
of  hostilities. 

Meanwhile,  the  garrison  of  Rodrigo,  consist- 
ing of  four  thousand  men,  under  the  old  gover- 
nor Hervasti,  made  a  most  gallant  defence  ;  and, 
though  the  fortifications  were  in  very  bad  con- 
dition, they  for  a  long  time  kept  the  besiegers 
at  bay,  in  spite  of  their  numerical  and  scientific 
superiority.  During  this  period,  the  shot  and 
shell  practice  of  both  parties  reminded  me 
forcibly  of  the  siege  of  Flushing  ;  especially  at 
night,  when  the  star-like  progress  of  the  shells 
to  and  from  the  beleaguered  city,  was  watched 
by  us  with  intense  interest ;  as  we  whiled  away  the 
long  hours  on  outlying  picket,  about  three  miles 
from  the  city.  This  latter  we  could  plainly  dis- 
cern from  the  rising  ground  we  occupied,  standing 
as  it  did  on  a  gentle  eminence  above  the  Agueda, 
whose  waters  bathed  the  foot  of  its  ramparts. 


PERCY    BLAKE.  183 

"They're  exactly  like  falling  stars,"  said 
Dillon,  one  night,  in  the  early  part  of  July.  "  I 
wonder  if  they  have  the  same  virtue  as  the 
stars  in  Ireland." 

"  What  may  that  be  ?"  demanded  one  of  the 
companions  of  our  watch. 

"  Well,  they  say,"  replied  Dillon,  "  that  when 
you  see  a  star  falling,  if  you  only  pray  for  the 
grace  of  God,  you'll  be  sure  to  get  it." 

"  Did  you  ever  try  the  experiment,  Jack  ?" 
demanded  another. 

" I  did  then,  wanst,"  replied  Dillon ;  "and 
faith,  I  think  I  have  been  a  great  deal  more 
graceful  ever  since." 

"  Especially,"  I  observed,  "  in  a  fandango  or 
a  bollero." 

"  Oh,  trumpery  Moses  !"  cried  Dillon,  for 
this  was  his  version  of  a  hackneyed  Latin 
phrase :  "  you  may  talk  as  you  will  about  fan- 
dangoes and  bullerows,  but  I  prefer  a  good 
supper  and  a  glass  of  toddy  to  the  whole  biling  of 
'em.  So  come  here,  Conolly,  and  lay  the  table- 
cloth for  us." 

Mr.  Conolly  accordingly  came  forward ;  and, 
unrolling  a  piece  of  sail-cloth  on  the  ground 
before  us,   it  was  soon  laden  with  the  midnight 
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pic-nic  of  half-a-dozen  officers  of  the  picket ; 
consisting  of  ham,  cold  roast  turkey,  roast  beef, 
boiled  ship's  pork,  bread,  cheese,  and  Spanish 
onions  ;  with  sundry  canteens  of  brandy,  wine, 
and  Aguardiente ;  though  the  latter  spirit  was 
not  a  favourite  with  any  but  the  most  recent 
arrivals  from  Lisbon. 

Every  man  being  furnished  with  his  own 
case-knife  and  fork,  we  set  to  with  very  little 
ceremony,  and  in  right  good  earnest,  to  make  a 
suitable  transfer  of  the  viands  before  us ;  and 
in  the  course  of  half-an-hour  they  were  so 
marvellously  diminished,  that  Conolly  and  his 
assistants  were  directed  to  make  themselves 
comfortable  with  the  remnants,  while  we 
smoked  our  cigars,  and  resumed  our  chat; 
each  with  a  horn  or  a  pewter  drinking-cup  in 
his  hand,  replenished  with  Cogniac,  or  the 
generous  juice  of  the  Lusitanian  grape. 

The  position  we  occupied  was  on  the  slope  of 
a  hill,  screened  by  an  olive-grove,  from  which 
we  had  a  very  good  view  of  the  bombardment, 
the  night  being  dark,  and  therefore  more  favour- 
able for  observation. 

"  The  French  are  going  it,  and  no  mistake," 
said  Dillon.     "  One    would  think  Junot    was 
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determined  to  blow  up  the  whole  city  to-night, 
that  he  may  march  into  it  paiceably  in  the 
morning." 

"  There's  a  volley  of  a  dozen  shells  from  one 
battery,"  said  Markham,  of  the  95th.  "See 
how  they  seem  to  roll  and  tumble  over  each 
other,  in  mazy  circles,  yet  each  keeping  its  own 
parabolic  curvature." 

"  Oh,  trumpery  Moses !"  cried  Dillon,  "  I 
never  heard  such  a  shalabala  of  a  word  as  that 
before." 

"  Never  mind  him,"  said  Middleton ;  "  he's 
fresh  from  Sandhurst,  and  coins  words  like 
winking.  But  tell  me,  Jack,  do  you  remem- 
ber the  day  we  crossed  the  Tagus  at  the  bridge 
of  Arzobispo,  after  the  battle  of  Talavera  ?" 

"  Don't  I  ?"  replied  Dillon.  "  Aye,  and  a 
mighty  droll  circumstance  took  place  that  same 
night  between  myself  and  one  of  them  triangling 
chaps." 

"  Who  do  you  call  triangling  chaps  ?"  I  asked. 

"  One  of  them  engineer  fellows,"  replied 
Dillon,  "  that  make  you  believe  they  are  always 
working  pollyollygrams,  and  other  riddlemerees ; 
with  the  cute  angles  and  abstruse  angles  of  one 
Matthew  Maddox.      I    wonder  why  the  man 
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invented  so  much  balderdash,  for  my  own  part ; 
one  good,  bayonet-charge  is  worth  the  whole 
oiling  of  it." 

An  explosion  of  merriment  from  his  auditors 
confirmed  Dillon  in  the  infallibility  of  his 
opinion,  and  he  went  on  with  the  relation  of  his 
adventure. 

"  I  was  on  outlying  picket  that  night,"  said 
Dillon,  "  with  nothing  betune  us  and  the  enemy 
but  that  nice  little  trout-straime  the  Tagus. 
The  evening  had  passed  over  very  quietly,  and 
so  had  the  night  too,  for  the  Parley-vous  didn't 
seem  inclined  to  have  any  more  of  it  for  the 
present.  So,  towards  morning,  as  everything 
promised  to  be  very  paiceable,  I  threw  myself 
down,  in  my  old  cloak,  to  get  a  bit  of  a  snooze ; 
and  was  just  going  off  nicely  in  a  comfortable 
doldrum,  when  I  suddenly  heard  the  sentry  call 
out, 

"  l  Who  goes  there  ?' 

"  *  Rounds  !'  said  some  one. 

"  '  What  rounds  ?'  cried  the  sentry. 

" '  Grand  rounds,'  said  the  other. 

"  '  Stand  grand  rounds,'  said  the  sentry,  '  ad- 
vance one  and  give  the  countersign.  Picket 
turn  out !' 
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"  Up  I  jumped,  and  my  mind  misgave  me ;  for, 
thinking  the  field  officer  of  the  day  had  for- 
gotten me  altogether,  I  had  given  leave  to  half- 
a-dozen  men  to  go  and  look  at  a  convent  that 
was  close  by  the  picket-house  ;  and  I  thought, 
perhaps,  a  dozen  others  might  have  gone 
with  them,  on  French  leave,  knowing  they 
had  an  easy-going  fellow  to  deal  with  in 
me." 

"  So,  out  I  sallied  with  the  poker  in  my  hand, 
for  I  couldn't  find  my  sword  in  the  dark,  and 
it  was  just  as  I  thought ;  the  rascals  had  been 
treated  to  all  sorts  of  wine  and  spirits,  by  the 
jolly  old  padrees,  and  may  I  never  die  a  sinner 
but  every  man  of  the  picket  was  blind  drunk 
except  three  out  of  the  thirty." 

"  I  made  the  most  of  them,  however.  I 
drew  them  up  in  line,  and  gave  the  word  present 
arms  with  a  thundering  voice :  but,  fortunately 
for  me,  it  was  pitch  dark ;  and  the  field  officer 
of  the  day  was  old  Spry  of  the  engineers,  who 
couldn't  see  beyond  the  tip  of  his  nose.  So  he 
came  close  up  to  me,  and  I  standing  well  in 
front  with  the  poker  across  my  breast." 

"  ■  Anything  new  at  your  post,  Captain 
Dillon  ?'  says  he. 
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"  '  Nothing  at  all,  Colonel/  says  I,  '  but  a 
great  shinty  the  French  Tooraloos  are  kicking 
up  on  the  other  side.  I'm  thinking  its  firing 
a  Fudy-joy  they  are  ;  but  its  mighty  little  they 
have  to  do  with  their  powder  and  shot  to  be 
wasting  it  in  that  fashion.' 

" '  That  we  have  nothing  to  do  with,'  said 
the  Colonel.  '  Your  business  is  to  keep  a  good 
look  out  on  them,  which  I  hope  you  will  do.  I 
myself  am  always  particularly  sharp  in  front  of 
an  enemy  ;'  and  as  he  said  this,  the  poor  little 
man's  nose  was  all  but  rubbing  against  the 
poker  I  held  in  my  hand. 

"  c  I'll  be  bound,'  says  I,  '  that  none  of  'em 
shall  come  to  the  blind  side  of  you,  Colonel, 
while  I'm  here  at  all  events.' 

"  He  chuckled  at  the  idea  of  any  one  coming 
to  the  blind  side  of  him,  under  any  circum- 
stances, and  then  said  I  might  turn  in  my 
picket." 

"  I  accordingly  sang  out  as  if  I  was  manoeu- 
vring a  brigade.  *  Rear  rank  take  close  order  ! 
and  I  had  only  a  front  rank  of  three  men  all  the 
time.  '  Recover  arms  !  lodge  arms  ?'  For  the 
honour  of  the  regiment,  the  poor  fellows  made 
as  much  noise  as  they  could  ;  but,  oh  trumpery 


PERCY    BLAKE.  189 

Moses  !  that  was  no  great  shakes,  as  you  may 
suppose/' 

" '  'Tis  singular/  said  old  Spry,  in  his  pom- 
pous way,  '  how  sounds  are  deadened  by  the 
dense  fog  that  prevails  at  this  time  of  the  morn- 
ing. Now  I  could  almost  have  sworn  you  had 
only  half-a-dozen  men  in  your  picket,  if  I  hadn't 
counted  thirty  with  my  own  eyes.  Pray,  Cap- 
tain Dillon — ahem — have  you  ever  studied  the 
science  of  a  cow's  stick  ?"* 

"  '  Yes,  Colonel,'  I  replied,  '  I  used  to  handle 
it  nicely,  and  wallop  'em  well  with  it  when  T  was 
a  boy.' 

" '  Wallop  whom  ?'  demanded  old  Spry. 

"  '  The  cows  to  be  sure,'  I  replied,  with  the 
stick  you  mentioned,  when  they  used  to  come 
trespassing  on  my  mother's  little  property,  down 
at  Ballynahinch." 

"  '  You  are  pleased  to  be  facetious,  Captain 
Dillon,'  said  the  old  fellow,  with  a  toss  of  the 
head.    '  Good  morning  to  you,  Sir.'  " 

"  Capital !  capital  !"  we  all  exclaimed,  "  you 
had  the  triangling  chap  completely  on  the  hip 
there,  Jack." 

"  Faith,"  said  Dillon,  "  he  might  have  fancied 
*  Acoustics. 


190  PERCY    BLAKE. 

me  a  queer  fellow,  but  I  think  his  own  conduct 
on  the  occasion  was  exceedingly  superflewous." 
This  was  Dillon's  pronunciation  of  a  word, 
the  meaning  of  which  he  also  perverted  into 
something  insolent,  or  hostile.  It  elicited,  of 
course,  another  burst  of  laughter,  which  re- 
sounded strangely  in  the  stillness  of  the  night, 
amongst  the  fantastic  shapes  of  the  olive 
trees,  and  within  pistol  shot  of  the  enemy's 
pickets. 
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CHAPTER  XII. 

THE    PASSAGE    OF   THE    COA. 

"There's  a  beautiful  flight  of  rockets," 
some  one  observed,  when  we  had  recovered 
from  our  merriment.  "With  what  intense 
fury  they  rush  through  the  air,  leaving  a  train 
of  demoniac  fire  behind  them  in  their  fiend-like 
course. " 

"  Woe  betide  the  poor  souls,"  said  another, 
"  that  come  within  their  deadly  influence  !" 

"  And  hark !"  said  a  third,  "  to  that  shower 
of  twenty-four-pounders,  as  they  rattle  against 
the  old  walls,  tearing  them  to  fragments,  and 
pulverizing  the  very  stones  that  compose  them." 

These  words  were  scarcely  uttered,  when  a 
sudden  concussion  of  the  ground  upon  which 'we 
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were  seated  threw  us  in  confusion  upon  one 
another  ;  and  we  all  jumped  upon  our  feet,  ex- 
claiming, "  An  earthquake  !  an  earthquake  !" 

But,  looking  towards  the  unfortunate  city, 
we  beheld  a  vivid  column  of  flame  shoot  up 
into  the  air,  accompanied  by  a  tremendous 
roaring  sound,  as  if  the  great  globe  itself  was 
suddenly  rent  asunder.  Immediately  after,  a 
mass  of  light- coloured  smoke  hovered  over 
Rodrigo,  forming  a  strange,  unearthly  contrast 
with  the  surrounding  darkness  ;  till,  after  several 
prismatic  changes,  it  insensibly  mingled  with 
the  sable  aspect  of  the  sky.  A  dismal  silence 
fell  upon  the  devoted  city,  as  if  all  its  inhabi- 
tants had  perished  in  the  fearful  explosion; 
while  three  distinct  hurrahs  resounding  from 
the  besieging  enemy  up  the  high  grounds  we 
occupied,  told  but  too  plainly  the  nature  of  the 
disaster. 

"  Tis  the  principal  magazine,"  said  Middle- 
ton.     "  Poor  Rodrigo  is  done  for." 

"  If  that's  the  case,"  said  Dillon,  "  look  out, 
gentlemen;  we  shall  have  some  news  before 
morning." 

The  accuracy  of  this  prediction  was  evinced 
in  half-an-hour  after ;  when  the  clattering  of  a 
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horse's  feet  up  the  rocky  steep  attracted  our 
attention  ;  and  a  German  vidette,  dashing  for- 
ward, reported  the  immediate  approach  of  the 
enemy.  In  ten  minutes  more  we  were  engaged; 
and  the  whistling  of  some  thousand  rifle-balls 
succeeded  our  after-supper  merriment  in  the 
olive-grove. 

Day  at  length  broke,  and  found  us  in  statu 
quo ;  for  we  maintained  our  position  against  a 
very  fierce  attack  by  a  reconnaissance  of  five 
cavalry  regiments,  a  corps  of  infantry,  and  some 
field-pieces.  Having  failed  in  beating  us  up, 
their  bugles  sounded,  and  they  retired ;  leaving 
a  good  many  killed  and  wounded  on  the  hill, 
with  a  comparatively  trifling  loss  on  our  side. 

But  the  explosion  of  the  magazine  having 
compelled  the  brave  old  Hervasti  to  capitulate  on 
the  10th  of  July,  the  French,  no  longer  detained 
by  the  siege,  now  advanced  in  overwhelming 
numbers  ;  we  were  consequently  obliged  to  give 
up  Gallegos,  and  retire  upon  the  Coa. 

A  series  of  movements  consequent  on  the  fall 
of  Rodrigo,  now  took  place  between  the  con- 
tending armies ;  for  it  was  impossible  to  ascer- 
tain in  what  way  Massena  would  follow  up  his 
success.     The  best  arrangements  were,  however, 
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made  by  Lord  Wellington  to  meet  every  pro- 
bable contingency ;  and,  withdrawing  the  main 
body  of  bis  army  a  little  in  rear  of  his  original 
position,  the  Light  Division  was  still  left  in 
advance  on  the  right  bank  of  the  Coa :  but 
General  Crawfurd  was  particularly  directed  to 
avoid  a  battle  ;  and  should  the  French  advance 
in  force  to  give  way  at  once,  and  retire  across 
the  river. 

Retreat,  however,  was  a  word  which  the 
gallant  Crawfurd  seems  to  have  expunged 
altogether  from  his  vocabulary  :  for,  instead  of 
passing  the  Coa,  as  he  might  easily  have  done 
on  the  21st  of  July,  when  apprised  that  the 
French  were  advancing  in  force,  he  drew  up  the 
Light  Division  in  line,  with  the  river  in  his  rear  ; 
determined,  apparently,  to  resist  with  his  small 
body  the  forward  and  overwhelming  movement 
of  the  enemy. 

"  This  is  beautiful,"  said  Dillon  to  me  in  a 
whisper,  as  he  led  his  company  into  the  align- 
ment. "You  have  now  a  double  chance  of 
promotion,  Percy  ;  for  if  I  am  not  shot  by  the 
French,  1  shall  be  drowned  in  the  Coa." 

On  the  night  of  the  23rd  of  July,  I  was  on 
outlying  picket ;  and  as  our  sentries  were  within 
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pistol  shot  of  the  enemy's,  warhawk  was  the 
word  and  no  favours  granted.  The  caution 
being  given  to  lie  close,  every  stump  of  a  tree, 
or  fragment  of  a  rock  covered  its  man ;  and 
every  forage  cap  that  made  its  appearance,  had 
a  musket,  or  a  rifle  ball,  through  it  very 
speedily. 

Not  having,  of  .course,  slept  a  wink  during  the 
night,  which  was  very  sultry,  my  eyes  began  to 
get  heavy  towards  morning.  The  profound 
silence  that  reigned  in  the  enemy's  lines  having 
led  me  to  imagine  that  all  was  right,  for  I  had 
not  yet  learned  to  judge  of  events  by  the  rule 
of  contrary,  I  began  to  "  nid,  nid,  nod,"  as  I 
leaned  standing  against  the  trunk  of  an  olive 
tree ;  when  I  was  effectually  roused  by  a  sudden 
rush,  and  a  French  "  hourrah !"  accompanied 
by  a  roar  of  musketry  which  ran  along  the 
whole  front  of  our  outposts. 

The  appropriate  answer  to  this  early  salute 
was  a  thoroughly  English  "  Huzza !"  and  a 
corresponding  roar  of  musketry,  which  doubt- 
less carried  death  to  many  a  stout  heart :  for 
the  enemy's  tirailleurs  advanced  in  the  grey  of 
the  morning,  with  all  the  effrontery  peculiar  to 
the  French,  as  if  determined  to  sweep  us  from 
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the  face  of  the  earth.  They  were  met,  however, 
with  a  boldness  that  for  a  moment  checked 
their  vivacity :  but  their  numbers  were  over- 
whelming; the  centre  of  Crawfurd's  position 
being  attacked  by  an  entire  corps,  amounting 
to  eighteen  thousand  men,  of  whom  three  or 
four  thousand  were  cavalry,  with  a  numerous 
and  well  appointed  artillery. 

They  passed  the  Azava,  a  river  in  our  front, 
about  sunrise  :  and  their  cavalry  driving  in  our 
advanced  videttes,  came  on  with  great  rapidity ; 
three  regiments  on  the  direct  road  from  Gal- 
legos  to  Almeida,  and  two  by  a  path  to  the  left, 
with  the  view  of  turning  our  right  flank.  They 
were  checked,  but  for  a  moment,  by  the  fire 
of  our  horse  artillery,  stationed  at  a  small  brook 
in  the  rear  of  Gallegos  ;  and  also  by  a  gallant 
charge  of  German  hussars ;  who,  having  sabred 
a  number  of  the  enemy,  and  driven  them  back 
across  the  stream,  were  received  on  their  return 
by  the  cheers  of  the  whole  line  which  had  wit- 
nessed the  exploit. 

Still,  however,  the  enemy  continued  to  ad- 
vance in  numbers  that  could  not  be  withstood ; 
and  our  pickets  between  Villamula  and  Gallegos 
were  driven  back,  skirmishing  in  beautiful  order, 
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and  disputing  every  inch  of  ground :  while  the 
constant  rattle  of  the  rifles  among  the  olive 
trees,  the  rapid  sounds  of  the  bugles,  and  the 
shrill  whistles  of  the  officers  made  up  a  concert, 
which,  if  not  so  harmonious  as  one  at  Exeter 
Hall,  was  at  least  a  thousand  times  more  spirit- 
stirring. 

From  Villamula  to  the  Coa  the  country 
consisted  of  an  extensive  plain,  intersected  by 
garden  walls  and  farm  enclosures,  which  offered 
a  fine  field  for  light  infantry  manoeuvres.  Of 
these  advantages  we  availed  ourselves  to  the 
utmost-  obstinately  maintaining  every  house, 
wall,  and  fence  that  presented  itself;  and  con- 
stantly checking  the  advance  of  the  enemy's  light 
troops,  whose  ranks  were  evidently  thinned  by 
our  rapid  and  continuous  fire. 

But  the  heavy  masses,  though  excessively 
galled  by  our  incessant  attacks,  still  pushed  on, 
and  the  centre  of  our  position  was  seriously 
threatened.  Therefore,  though  the  whole  divi- 
sion, Portuguese  as  well  as  English,  fought 
gallantly,  they  were  reluctantly  compelled  to  yield 
before  oppressive  numbers  ;  till  Crawfurd,  per- 
ceiving that  he  could  no  longer  hold  his  ground, 
determined,  at  last,  when  almost  too  late,  to  cross 
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the  river.  He  accordingly  despatched  his  cavalry 
and  artillery  to  the  opposite  bank ;  leaving  his 
infantry,  meanwhile,  to  cover  the  movement,  and 
keep  the  enemy  at  bay. 

If  ever  there  was  a  pang  of  self-reproach  in 
the  breast  of  this  brave  officer,  for  an  obstinate 
adherence  to  a  wrong  course,  he  must  have 
felt  it  at  this  moment ;  with  an  overwhelming 
enemy  in  front,  and  a  deep  and  rapid  current  in 
his  rear,  spanned  by  a  narrow  bridge,  his  only 
means  of  retreat,  and  which  lay  completely  ex- 
posed to  a  sweeping  fire  from  the  French 
artillery.  To  add  to  his  mortification,  General 
Picton,  who  had  come  up  alone  from  Pinhel, 
ungenerously  refused  him  the  support  of  the 
Third  Division,  which  occasioned  a  pretty  sharp 
altercation  between  these  two  gallant  but 
irrascible  men. 

There  being  now  no  alternative  but  a  hasty 
and  disadvantageous  retreat,  the  infantry  ac- 
cordingly retired  by  an  echelon  movement  to 
its  left,  covered  by  the  skirmishers.  The 
irregularity  of  the  ground,  and  the  frequency 
and  height  of  the  enclosures,  rendered  an  orderly 
retreat  almost  impracticable,  but  the  operation 
was  boldly    and    coolly    executed ;    while,     to 
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prevent  the  French  from  forcing  the  bridge,  and 
allow  time  for  the  regiments  to  reform,  the  43rd 
and  95th,  as  they  gained  the  opposite  bank, 
were  drawn  up  in  front  of  the  pass,  and  directed 
to  oppose  to  the  last  every  attempt  that  the 
enemy  should  make  to  cross  it.  The  latter, 
however,  seemed  equally  determined  ;  and  being 
now  collected  in  imposing  force,  a  fierce  and 
well-sustained  attack  produced  one  of  the  most 
desperate  and  sanguinary  encounters  to  be  found 
in  the  annals  of  modern  warfare. 

At  this  critical  moment,  the  left  wing  of  the 
52nd,  to  which  my  company  belonged,  being 
the  last  on  the  field,  was  retiring  in  echelon 
of  companies,  the  men  loading  as  they  went ;  but 
as  the  enemy  were  pressing  rather  close  upon 
the  rear,  the  word  "  double  I"  was  given,  and  we 
trotted  on  in  the  direction  of  the  bridge,  which 
was  still  crowded  with  the  passing  troops.  We 
at  length,  had  got  within  two  hundred  yards  of 
the  welcome  asylum,  when  we  heard  something 
like  what  theFrench  call  a  "  hurricane  of  cavalry" 
behind  us ;  and  Major  McLeod  of  the  43rd, 
turning  his  horse  round,  shouted  in  a  voice  of 
thunder : 

"  Flank     company     'bout     face !       Ready, 
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present,  fire !  Port  arms  !  Charge  bayonets ! 
Charge  !" 

These  words,  given  in  rapid  succession,  pro- 
duced corresponding  actions  on  our  sides,  and 
never  was  manoeuvre  more  critical  or  better 
timed :  for  the  "  hurricane"  we  had  heard, 
was  the  rush  of  five  or  six  squadrons  of  horse 
chasseurs,  who  in  five  minutes  more  wTould  have 
cut  us  up  like  mouches,  and  behind  our  backs, 
too,  as  Jack  Dillon  remarked. 

Our  volley,  however,  thrown  right  into  the 
midst  of  them,  emptied  a  score  of  saddles,  and 
for  a  moment  checked  their  headlong  speed. 
Our  charge,  also,  desperately  made  as  it  was, 
amidst  repeated  cheers  which  were  re-echoed  by 
the  enemy,  added  greatly  to  their  astonishment ; 
for  an  infantry  charge  upon  cavalry  is  not  a 
thing  of  every  day  occurrence  :  but  they  speedily 
rallied,  and  rode  over  us  in  overwhelming  num- 
bers ;  sabreing  right  and  left,  and  cutting  us  up 
without  mercy. 

A  dashing-looking  officer,  in  a  splendid 
uniform,  singled  me  out  for  his  especial  amuse- 
ment ;  and  raised  himself  in  his  stirrups,  as  he 
flourished  his  sabre  to  give  me  the  coup  de 
grace.      I  threw  up  my  sword  to  guard  my 
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head ;  but  a  stray  rifle-ball  from  the  95th 
snapped  it  like  a  bit  of  glass,  at  the  very  hilt, 
and  knocked  off  my  cap  at  the  same  time. 
I  was  thus  doubly  at  the  Frenchman's  mercy, 
and  expected  in  another  instant  to  feel  his  sabre 
crashing  through  my  brain ;  but  he  suddenly 
exclaimed  :  "  Percy  !  c'est  done  toi,  cher  Percy  !" 
Then,  letting  his  sabre  hang  by  the  chain  that 
bound  it  to  his  wrist,  he  threw  his  arms  about 
my  neck,  and  kissed  me  on  both  cheeks. 

It  was  Adolphe  Berton  ! 
'  "  Not  a  moment  to  be  lost,"  cried  Adolphe, 
as   he  beckoned  a  chasseur   to   his  side,   and 
bade  him  alight ;  "  mount,  and  keep  close   to 
me,  or  you  are  lost." 

I  instantly  sprang  into  the  saddle,  and  kept 
closer  to  my  excellent  friend,  through  all  the 
current  of  the  heady  fight,  than  any  aide-de- 
camp ever  did  to  his  general.  This  I  found 
was  essentially  necessary  ;  for  we  had  peppered 
the  chasseurs  in  a  manner  that  made  them 
quite  savage,  and  many  a  vieux  moustache 
looked  disagreeably  anxious  to  have  a  chop 
at  my  defenceless  sconce. 

This  scene,  now  doubly  terrible  to  me,  was 
happily   soon   at  an   end ;  for  our  artillery   on 

k  3 
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the  other  side  of  the  Coa,  having  at  length 
got  the  range,  not  only  slaughtered  a  vast 
number  of  the  chasseurs,  in  a  vain  attempt  to 
cross  the  bridge,  but  was  knocking  them  over 
around  me  like  rows  of  nine-pins.  The  order 
to  retire  was  therefore  issued,  and  we  trotted 
off  to  the  shelter  of  the  French  masses,  a  short 
distance  from  the  sanguinary  scene.  But  my 
company,  alas  !  my  cherished  flank  company, 
lay  upon  the  field  of  their  glory :  they  were 
sacrificed,  but  the  regiment  was  saved ;  and, 
of  eighty  fine  fellows  who  had  composed  'it 
in  the  morning,  only  thirty-five,  rank  and  file, 
repassed  the  Coa,  with  two  officers  out  of  five  ! 
It  was  a  deadly  encounter;  but  though  a 
needless  expenditure  of  life  was  incurred, 
'there  was  not  a  more  brilliant  affair  during 
the  whole  war  than  that  which  crowned,  on 
this  memorable  day,  the  gallant  efforts  of  the 
Light  Division. 
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CHAPTER  XIII. 

THE    FRENCH    BIVOUAC. 

"  Bon  Dieu  !  Bon  Dieu  !"  cried  Adolphe,  as 
we  rode  together,  with  slackened  rein,  into 
the  cavalry  lines  ;  "what  a  lucky  shot  it  was, 
cher  Percy,  that  knocked  your  cap  off !  Other- 
wise I  might  have  done  a  deed  for  which  I 
would    never    have    forgiven  myself." 

"  You  would  have  been  perfectly  excusable," 
I  replied,  "  and,  indeed,  altogether  unconscious 
of  your  victim ;  for  I  would  have  fallen,  of 
course,  unnoticed  and  unknown  in  such  a 
melee." 

"  But,  after  all,"  said  Berton,  "  it  was  a  most 
singular  escape,  and  proves  upon  what  trivial 
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chances  our  destinies  hang  in  this  miserable 
world." 

"  My  estimable  friend  !"  I  exclaimed ;  "  does 
it  not  rather  prove  the  ever-watchful  care  of 
Providence,  in  the  most  desperate  extremi- 
ties?" 

Berton  willingly  assented  to  what,  in  fact, 
could  not  be  controverted ;  and,  on  arriving 
at  the  quarters  of  his  regiment,  the  9th 
Chasseurs  a  cheval,  in  which  he  was  a  captain, 
he  introduced  me  to  all  his  brother  officers. 
Having  told  them  how  deeply  indebted  he  had 
formerly  been  to  me,  they  shook  hands  with 
me  heartily  all  round ;  seemed  delighted  to 
know  me,  and  in  half-an-hour  we  were  like  so 
many  school-fellows  together. 

"  I  must  now,"  said  Berton,  "  go  and  report 
you  to  the  General  of  Division,  Le  Feuvre, 
who  is  a  friend  and  patron  of  mine ;  and  see  if 
I  can't  get  permission  to  have  you  at  my 
bivouac,  on  parole :  you'll  give  your  parole,  of 
course." 

"  Certainly ;"  I  replied.  "I  am  only  too 
happy  to  leave  all  arrangements  to  so  ex- 
cellent a  friend." 

He  went  accordingly ;  and  during  his  absence, 
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I  amused  myself  looking  round  the  bivouac,  ac- 
companied by  one  of  my  new  friends. 

The  quarters  of  the  9  th  were  in  a  small 
village  and  an  adjoining  vineyard  :  in  the  latter 
of  which  three  or  four  ranges  of  temporary  huts 
were  erected,  in  the  nicest  possible  order ;  and 
even  decorated  with  a  degree  of  taste,  and  an 
affectation  of  elegance,  which  an  English  soldier 
would  have  laughed  at,  but  could  not  imitate. 

The  horses  were  all  stabled  on  the  ground 
floors  of  the  village  houses ;  the  upper  rooms 
being  occupied  by  the  officers,  the  staff  of  the 
regiment,  and  the  troop  quarter-masters.  Some 
of  the  small  houses  were  appropriated  to 
artisans,  handicraftsmen,  suttlers,  and  other 
useful  followers  of  the  camp ;  each  establish- 
ment having  an  appropriate  sign-board,  painted, 
gilt,  and  otherwise  ornamented. 

On  one  of  these  was  "  Au  cafe  de  mille 
colonnes ;"  on  another,  "  Restaurant  a  vingt 
sous ;"  on  a  third,  "  Blanchisseuse  de  l'impera- 
trice;"  on  a  fourth,  "  Marechal  Ferrant  au 
Roi  de  Rome ;"  and  on  a  fifth,  "  Casine  a  la 
Venetienne ;"  this  latter  comprising  what  we 
would  call  a  "  Tea  Garden,"  about  forty  feet 
square,   and  a    salon  a  danse  of  half  the  di- 
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mensions.  This  place  of  amusement  was 
generally  filled  of  an  evening  with  sous-officiers, 
sergeants,  corporals,  and  private  dragoons ;  who, 
at  the  conclusion  of  their  day's  work,  amused 
themselves  with  coffee,  draughts,  dominos, 
dancing,  and  playing  the  amiable  to  the  vivan- 
dieres,  the  blanchisseuses,  and  other  ladies  of 
the  regiment,  or  division;  who  also  assembled 
there  to  enjoy  their  "petit s  delassements. 

As  we  stood  looking  in  at  this  Peninsular 
casino,  we  were  addressed  by  la  De'esse,  who 
presided  as  usual  behind  a  gilt  comptoir,  decor- 
ated with  half-a-dozen  flower-pots,  statuettes, 
and  alabaster  vases,  which  were  multiplied  mille 
fois  by  two  large  mirrors  with  sundry  cracks  in 
them. 

"  Come  in,  gentlemen !"  she  exclaimed,  with 
a  bewitching  smile  ;  "  come  in,  and  choose  a 
partner  each  for  the  dance." 

We  accepted  the  invitation,  sans  facon,  and 
placed  a  peseta  each  on  the  comptoir,  the  ordi- 
nary price  of  admission  ;  for  which  refreshments, 
also,  consisting  of  cafe,  orgeat,  and  eau  sucre, 
were  supplied  a  discretion.  We  then  made  our 
bows  respectively  to  a  pretty  blanchisseuse,  and 
a    lively   vivandiere,    with  whom    we    trod   a 
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measure  to  the  music  of  "  Le  premier  violon  a 
l'Empereur  de  Russie,"  who  sat  alone  in  his 
glory,  in  a  showy  orchestra  •  rasping  away  those 
old  quadrille  tunes  which  have  since  become  so 
fashionable,  as  "  Payne's  First  and  Second  Sets," 
in  our  English  ball-rooms. 

From  the  casino  a  la  Venetienne,  we  passed 
on  to  a  guinguette,  which  was  pretty  well  filled 
with  jovial  troopers,  one  of  whom  called 
out  : 

"  Ola,  beau  prisonnier  !  Allons  !  trinquons, 
et  soyez  bon  camarade !" 

"  De  tout  mon  cceur  !"  I  replied ;  "  a  ta 
sante,  mon  ami !"  and  we  clashed  our  glasses 
together,  wishing  each  other  all  possible  success 
in  love  and  war.  This  little  act  of  civility  I 
performed  with  so  good  a  grace,  that  it  won 
golden  opinions  for  me;  and  amidst  cries  of 
"  Bon  enfant !  beau  garcon !"  I  was  requested 
to  sit  down,  and  listen  to  a  song. 

I  did  so,  accordingly ;  and  as  the  composition 
was  a  curiosity,  in  its  way,  I  here  present  the 
reader  with  the  only  two  stanzas  that  still  cling 
to  my  memory,  and  in  the  chorus  of  which,  I 
joined,  with  all  present. 
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CHANSON    A    BOIRE. 
I. 

Voulez  vous  suivre  un  bon  conseil, 

Buvez  avant  que  de  vous  battre  : 
A  jeun  je  vaux  bien  mon  pareil, 

Mais,  quand  j'ai  bien  bu  j'en  vaux  quatre  ; 
Versez  done,  mes  amis,  versez ! 

Je  n'en  puis  jamais  assez  boire  ; 
Versez  done,  mes  amis,  versez  ! 
Je  n'en  puis  jamais  boire  assez  ! 

II. 

S'il  n'a  pas  fait  un  element, 
De  cette  liqueur  feconde, 
Le  Seigneur  s'est  montre  prudent, 
Nous  eussions  desseche  le  monde ! 
Versez  done,  mes  amis,  versez ! 

Je  n'en  puis  jamais  assez  boire  ; 
Versez  done,  mes  amis,  versez  ! 
Je  n'en  puis  jamais  boire  assez ! 

My  tour  of  inspection,  which  amused  and 
interested  me  exceedingly,  was  just  finished, 
when  supper  was  announced  ;  and  I  was  ushered 
into  the  mess-room  of  the  regiment,  which 
made  me  blush  for  our  own  humble  doings 
at  Gallegos. 
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The  table  of  the  9th  Chasseurs  exhibited 
nothing  whatever  in  the  shape  of  crockery  — no 
huge  pans  or  pucheros — no  horn  or  tin  drinking- 
cups — no  iron  forks,  or  pewter  spoons,  such  as 
we  were  content  to  put  up  with.  Every  thing 
was  served  on  plate  or  china;  though,  it  must 
be  confessed,  there  was  an  occasional  discre- 
pancy in  the  articles,  that  gave  the  whole  rather 
a  motley  appearance  :  for  instance,  a  massive 
silver  tureen  filled  with  soupe  a  la  Julienne, 
occupied  the  top  of  the  table,  but  the  soup 
ladle  was  of  china :  this  arose  from  the  fact 
that  the  two  articles  had  been  borrowed  from 
the  quintas,  or  country  mansions  of  different 
Spanish  noblemen  on  the  line  of  march.  At 
the  bottom  was  a  richly-chased  silver  dish, 
supporting  a  gigot  de  mouton  en  papillotes, 
the  spoons  and  forks  attached  to  which  were 
gold  :  and  so  on  of  the  other  dishes  and 
covers,  which  were  all  either  gold  or  silver  plate, 
or  costly  china,  with  silver  forks  and  spoons  ; 
all  too  apparently  of  broken  sets  and  different 
patterns. 

The  drinking  cups  were  generally  gold  or 
silver  chalices,  originally  consecrated  to  the 
service  of  that  religion  which  my  new  friends 
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professed;  while  several  silver  branch  candle- 
sticks, of  different  sizes  and  patterns,  occupied 
the  centre  of  the  table;  the  room  being 
brilliantly  illuminated  with  consecrated  wTax 
candles,  transferred  from  the  altar  to  the  supper- 
table,  with  as  little  ceremony  as  the  rest.  This 
was  all  very  well  for  the  French,  who  considered 
themselves  in  an  enemy's  country ;  but  such 
a  display  at  the  mess  of  an  English  regiment 
would  have  justly  forfeited  the  commissions  of 
all  concerned. 

Before  we  sat  down,  my  friend  Berton  con- 
gratulated me  on  having  succeeded  in  his 
mission.  To  my  great  delight,  I  was  allowed 
to  remain  with  the  9  th  Chasseurs,  as  a  prisoner 
on  parole ;  instead  of  being  sent  off  with  others 
to  the  north  of  Spain,  or  over  the  frontiers, 
perhaps  ;   a  fate  I  most  particularly  dreaded. 

I  continued  with  these  pleasant  fellows  for 
several  weeks,  during  which  I  had  the  misery  to 
witness  some  skirmishes  as  an  idle  spectator, 
but  never  once  contemplated  the  possibility  of 
escaping ;  as,  independent  of  the  disgrace  I 
should  thereby  myself  incur,  such  a  step  would 
most  seriously  compromise  my  generous  friend 
and  preserver. 
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CHAPTER  XIV. 

THE    BEAT-UP. 

Meanwhile,  the  movements  of  the  two 
armies  had  assumed  a  complicated  and  serious 
character.  The  French  having  passed  the 
Coa,  Lord  Wellington  fell  back  to  the  gorges 
of  the  Estrella,  where  he  could  command  a 
strong  position,  should  Massena  attempt  to 
force  an  engagement.  The  Light  Division  was, 
therefore,  marched  to  Celorico  as  I  learned  by 
a  note  from  Dillon,  who,  I  was  delighted  to 
find,  had  escaped  the  slaughter  on  the  Coa ; 
and  the  other  divisions  were  quartered  in  the 
neighbouring  towns  of  Alberca,  Penhancas, 
Carapentra,  Guarda,  &c. 

The  French   then  invested    Almeida,   which 
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fortress  capitulated  on  the  27th  of  August . 
partly  owing  to  the  explosion  of  a  magazine, 
and  partly  to  the  treachery  of  the  Portuguese 
garrison.  This  event  compelled  Lord  Wellington 
to  place  the  Mondego  between  himself  and 
the  overwhelming  force  of  Massena ;  and 
both  armies  manoeuvred  for  some  time  on 
the   opposite  banks  of  this  river. 

On  the  24th  of  September,  the  vanguard  of 
the  French,  consisting  principally  of  the  9th 
Chasseurs,  to  which  I  was  so  unwillingly  at- 
tached, arrived  on  the  right  bank  of  the  Dao ; 
the  opposite  one  being  occupied  by  the  English 
pickets,  which  I  could  perceive  with  a  glass, 
consisted,  as  usual,  of  the  Light  Division. 
Oh !  how  my  heart  beat  at  sight  of  those 
well-known  uniforms !  How  my  ears  tingled 
with  delight  at  the  inspiring  sounds  of  those 
admirable  bugles  !  How  I  sighed  for  a  cheer- 
ful night  once  more  with  my  old  companions, 
when  I  heard  them  summoned  to  their 
unsophisticated  dinner-table  by  the  dear  old 
glee  of  "  Here's  a  health  to  all  good  lasses  !" 
Silent  and  sad  at  the  wretched  position  I 
then  occupied,  I  retired  from  the  more  gor- 
geous table  of    my   French  entertainers ;    and 
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threw  myself  on  a  bundle  of  fresh  straw,  supplied 
for  my  bed,  in  a  hut  on  the  outskirts  of  the 
encampment. 

The  only  bridge  not  yet  destroyed  over  the 
Dao  being  in  possession  of  a  strong  guard  of 
British,  and  Portuguese  troops,  with  several 
field-pieces  in  position  on  the  opposite  bank; 
Massena's  vanguard  halted  here  for  a  day  or 
two,  till  the  infantry  and  artillery,  which  were 
detained  by  the  badness  of  the  roads,  should 
come  up  to  force  the  passage. 

Our  camp  was  laid  out  in  a  species  of 
quadrangle,  as  far  as  the  nature  of  the  ground 
would  permit,  the  horses  being  picketed  in  the 
centre :  for,  though  the  Chasseurs  a  Cheval 
had  the  character  of  being  hard  drinkers,  and 
reckless  plunderers,  the  affection  they  bore  to 
their  horses  was  remarkable ;  and  seemed, 
indeed,  to  produce  a  corresponding  affinity  of 
feeling  on  the  part  of  the  animal.  Quarter  and 
rear-guards  of  dismounted  dragoons  and  some 
tirailleurs,  who  had  been  pushed  forward  on 
the  horses'  cruppers,  were  then  established; 
and  a  few  videttes  thrown  out  in  the  direction 
of  the  bridge. 

The   over-weening  confidence,  however,  with 
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which  the  invading  and  invincible  army  of 
Massena  was  proceeding  to  "  drown  the 
leopards  "  had  rendered  their  guards,  I  thought, 
rather  careless  in  their  watch.  Some  were 
sauntering  about  idly,  others  lying  asleep  upon 
the  fragrant  bed  of  gum-cistus,  that  covered  the 
ground  in  all  directions  ;  but  the  majority  were 
talking,  singing,  and  quaffing  large  goblets  of 
Bucellas,  and  other  rich  Lusitanian  wines. 

It  was,  of  course,  no  business  of  mine ;  but 
I  said  to  myself,  "  I  know  what  I  should  do 
were  I  in  command  of  yonder  picket,  at  the 
bridge,  and  only  suspected  how  idly  you  keep 
watch,  in  the  very  teeth  of  an  active  enemy." 

The  night  was  very  close  and  sultry ;  and  it 
was  long  before  I  could  shut  my  eyes.  Once 
or  twice  I  was  disturbed  by  the  neighing 
of  the  horses,  who  seemed  as  restless  as 
myself;  being  kept  awake,  doubtless,  by  the 
gad-flies,  which  are  numerous  and  tormenting 
at  this  season  of  the  year. 

I  fell  into  a  slumber,  at  length  ;  but  my 
sleep  was  disturbed  by  dreams  of  battle, 
murder,  and  sudden  death.  I  must  have  been 
lying  on  my  back,  for  a  night-mare  oppressed 
me  ;  and,  as  the  demon  hag  played  her  fantastic 


PERCY    BLAKE.  215 

tricks,  I  fancied  myself,  by  turns,  pursued  by  a 
fiend  from  which  I  had  not  the  power  to  fly, 
and  struggling  under  the  lifted  sabre  of  a 
French  dragoon,  while  a  "  hurricane  of  cavalry" 
was  thundering  in  my  rear. 

And  loudly  too,  did  it  seem  to  thunder; 
increasing  every  instant  in  velocity  and  fury  : 
while  rattling  peals  of  musketry,  intermingled 
with  the  crackling  of  flames,  the  shouts  of 
victory,  and  the  groans  of  the  dying. 

By  an  immense  effort,  as  I  fancied,  I  burst 
the  bonds  of  sleep,  to  escape  from  my  horrid 
vision ;  and,  to  my  utter  amazement,  found 
myself  enveloped  in  dense  masses  of  suffo- 
cating smoke,  the  horizon  all  round  reflecting  a 
lurid  glare,  as  eager  and  consuming  flames 
rushed  like  wildfire  from  hut  to  hut.  These 
being  all  made  of  highly  inflammable  materials, 
were  ignited  by  the  slightest  spark,  and  contri- 
buted their  columns  of  mingled  fire  and  smoke 
to  the  conflagration ;  while  the  long  grass  in 
which  we  were  encamped,  dried  up  and  withered 
by  the  summer  sun,  added  to  the  fearful  blaze ; 
and  repeated  explosions  of  cartridge-boxes,  and 
loaded  rifles  and  carbines,  increased  the  general 
uproar. 
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"  Aux  armes !  Aux  armes !  Sacre  Jean 
foutres  !"  shouted  the  French  ;  amidst  volleys  of 
musketry  which  were  doing  execution  amongst 
the  confused  masses,  that  hurried  bewildered 
from  the  burning  huts. 

"  Les  chevaux  !  Les  chevaux  !"  cried  others  : 
and  in  fact  it  was  high  time ;  for  the  poor 
animals  were  already  half  roasted  in  the  centre 
of  the  burning  camp,  and  were  plunging  and 
kicking  violently  to  get  free  from  their  pickets. 

They  were  at  length  released,  rapidly  bridled 
and  saddled,  and  mounted  dragoons  might  then 
be  seen  in  all  directions  issuing  from  the  flames ; 
leaping  their  horses  over  the  burning  huts,  and 
dashing  with  lightning  speed  to  the  rendez-vous, 
to  repel  the  sudden  attack  :  while  the  trumpeters, 
on  their  motionless  chargers,  poured  forth  in- 
spiring bursts  of  brazen  harmony,  and  pistols 
and  carbines  began  to  flash  and  rattle,  on  the 
as  vet  invisible  foe. 

I  thus  found  myself,  as  it  were,  between  two 
fires,  uncertain  which  way  to  turn  me,  and 
expecting  a  salute  equally  from  friend  and 
enemy  :  when  a  loud  and  thrilling  cheer  from 
English  throats  pealed  up  to  heaven;  while  a 
formidable   division   of    the    52nd,    with   their 
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bayonets  at  the  charge,  broke  through  the  dense 
mass  of  smoke,  which  had  hitherto  concealed 
them  from  my  view  ;  and  rushed  past,  led  by  an 
officer  in  front,  who  waved  his  sword  frantically, 
as  he  roared  in  a  voice  of  thunder  : 

"  Skiver  the  villains,  my  boys  !  Remember 
the  Coa !" 

"Jack  Dillon!"  I  shouted.  "Jack  Dil- 
lon!" 

But  on  he  swept,  with  his  gallant  followers, 
amidst  deafening  cheers  ;  which  at  last  termi- 
nated in  the  short  but  terrific  cry,  that  precedes 
the  plunge  of  the  British  bayonet. 

The  sound  of  a  confused  melee,  and  death 
struggle,  was  audible  for  a  few  moments,  suc- 
ceeded by  another  truly  British  cheer ;  and  then 
the  measured  tramp  of  many  footsteps  was  heard, 
approaching  the  spot  where  I  stood.  It  was 
Dillon's  party,  returning  in  triumph  from  their 
successful  charge ;  their  bayonets  dyed  with  Gallic 
blood,  from  the  point  to  the  socket. 

The  moment  Dillon  saw  me,  he  gave  a  shout 
of  joy ;  and,  clasping  me  in  his  arms,  he 
cried  : — 

"  Blessed  St.  Patrick,  and  the  Virgin  Man- 
be  praised  !     I  have  found  him  at  last  !" 

VOL.    II.  L 
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A  cheer  from  the  men  also  greeted  my 
appearance,  and  Jack  continued  : — 

"  Come  on,  Percy,  my  boy  ;  we  must  get 
over  the  bridge,  or  the  Parley-vous  will  be  down 
upon  us,  like  shoals  of  herrings  in  Lough 
Swilly." 

"My  dear  Dillon/'  I  replied,  " you  seem 
to  forget  that  I  am  a  prisoner  on  parole." 

"  Oh,  trumpery  Moses  !  what  has  that  to  do 
with  it  ?"  asked  Dillon  with  a  stare. 

"  For  my  own  honour,  and  the  honour  of 
my  friend,"  I  said,  "  I  cannot  go  with  you." 

"  Haw  !  haw  !  haw  !"  cried  Dillon,  with  a 
tremendous  horse  laugh  ;  "  I'll  soon  settle  that 
matter  :"  then,  taking  me  by  the  arm,  he  placed 
me  in  the  centre  of  the  leading  subdivision, 
exclaiming : — 

"  Sergeant  O'Keefe,  here's  a  French  prisoner 
for  you ;  if  he  attempts  to  escape,  you  only 
shoot  him,  that's  all." 

"  Aye,  aye,  sir,"  replied  the  sergeant ;  "  we 
know  how  to  take  care  of  him." 

The  party  now  again  moved  on  towards 
the  bridge ;  our  bugles  sounding  merrily  in 
front,  and  all  keeping  a  steady,  quick  step,  till 
we  got  within  two  or  three  hundred  vards :   then 
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an  officer  of  artillery,  whose  battery  was  planted 
on  a  rising  ground  facing  the  bridge,  on  the 
opposite  side,  shouted  through  a  speaking 
trumpet — 

"  Double  !  double  !  the  French  are  upon 
you!" 

"  Double  !"  cried  Dillon  ;  and  off  we  set  across 
the  bridge,  amidst  the  whistling  of  carbine  balls 
in  our  rear,  which  did  little  or  no  mischief. 

We  had  scarcely  crossed  the  bridge,  and 
wheeled  into  line  on  our  side  of  the  river,  when 
the  French  squadrons  came  thundering  down  in 
great  force ;  and  the  front  sections,  gallantly  led, 
dashed  forward  upon  the  fatal  barrier,  not  a 
shot  being  fired  by  us  to  check  their  ardour. 

"  Is  the  fuse  all  right,  Sergeant  Roberts?" 
demanded  Captain  Shackleton  of  the  artillery, 
whose  formidable  battery  maintained  an  ominous 
silence. 

"  All  right,  sir,  and  all  ready,"  was  the 
reply. 

"  Fire,  then  !"  exclaimed  Shackleton  ;  and 
the  words  had  scarcely  passed  his  lips,  when  a 
fearful  explosion  took  place.  The  farthest  arch 
of  the  bridge  was  lifted  bodily  into  the  air,  with 
a  shock  like   an   earthquake,   and   scattered  in 
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ten  thousand  fragments,  with  every  living  thing 
upon  it,  men  and  horses  falling  in  a  dismal 
shower  of  mangled  limbs  and  bodies  into  the 
deep  and  sullen  current  that  rolled  beneath. 

Then  pealed  the  musketry  across  the  Dao, 
while  the  batteries  opened  with  the  rapidity  and 
precision  for  which  the  British  artillery  is  re- 
nowned ;  and,  before  many  minutes  had  elapsed, 
there  was  not  a  Frenchman  visible  on  the  oppo- 
site bank,  but  those  that  lay  groaning,  or  silent 
and  motionless,  upon  the  ground. 

This  was  what  Massena,  in  his  report  of  the 
occurrence,  called  driving  the  English  pickets 
over  the  Dao. 
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CHAPTER  XV. 

BUSACO. 

Great  was  the  jubilation  in  the  Light  Division 
at  the  successful  result  of  this  chivy,  as  Dillon 
called  it ;  and  congratulations  to  myself,  in  par- 
ticular, flowed  in  from  every  quarter,  on  my 
singular  escape  from  captivity :  this  was  the 
more  unexpected,  as  a  report  had  prevailed 
that,  owing  to  the  advance  of  the  French 
troops,  all  their  prisoners  had  been  sent  off  to 
the  frontier. 

Every  one  came,  of  course,  to  hear  my  des- 
cription of  the  French  bivouac;  and  all  were 
equally  astonished  and  amused  at  the  borrowed 
splendours  of  the  Chasseurs'  mess. 

I  had  the  honour,   also,    of    being    closeted 
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with  the  gallant  commander  of  the  division, 
who  questioned  me  very  closely  on  the  nu- 
merical strength,  movements,  and  possible  in- 
tentions of  the  enemy.  Apparently  satisfied 
with  my  replies  on  these  subjects,  as  well  as 
my  capability  as  a  linguist,  he  even  hinted  that 
he  had  a  vacancy  on  his  staff  at  my  service. 

But  I  hastily,  and  indeed  foolishly  declined 
the  honour  ;  for,  independent  of  the  attachment 
T  really  felt  for  my  brave  companions,  I  was 
accustomed,  like  too  many  of  the  line,  to  look 
upon  staff  employ  as  specious  idleness,  and  an 
aide-de-camp  as  little  better  than  a  head-lackey. 
Moreover,  military  glory  won  in  the  field,  not 
the  cabinet,  was  the  star  I  worshipped.  I 
therefore  stammered  out,  as  an  excuse  for  not 
gratefully  accepting  so  distinguished  an  honour, 
that  I  had  never  yet  been  in  general  action,  and 
was  anxious  to  take  an  active  part  in  a  pitched 
battle. 

"  Then  join  your  regiment,  Sir,"  said  the 
General,  with  flashing  eyes,  and  in  his  usual 
quick  and  fiery  manner :  "  You'll  soon  be 
gratified." 

But,  in  spite  of  all  this,  I  was  by  no  means 
satisfied    with    my   own    part  in  this  brilliant 
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affair.  I  was  apprehensive  that  it  would  be 
called  a  breach  of  parole,  and  that  it  might 
entail  unpleasant  consequences  on  my  noble 
friend  Berton.  I,  therefore,  wrote  him  a  note, 
fully  explanatory  of  all  the  circumstances  ;  and 
stating  that,  if  these  did  not  appear  sufficient 
to  justify  my  conduct,  in  his  own  eyes  and 
those  of  his  superior  officers,  I  would  return, 
coute  qui  coilte,  and  again  become  his  pri- 
soner. 

I  despatched  this  note  by  a  bugler  of  the 
French  advance,  their  Light  Infantry  having 
now  come  up  ;  and  was  gratified  next  day  with 
the  following  answer,  which  relieved  my  mind 
from  all  further  anxiety  on  the  subject. 

"  C'est  la  fortune  de  guerre,  cher  Percy ! 
You  are  all  the  better  for  it,  and  I  none  the 
worse,  except  in  the  loss  of  your  agreeable 
society.  No  blame  can  attach  to  either  of  us ; 
therefore,  set  your  mind  at  rest.  I  trust, 
however,  we  shall  meet  again,  under  happier 
circumstances,  until  when, 

"  Believe  me  ever, 
"  Faithfully  yours, 
"  Adolphe  Berton." 
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From  the  movements  which  now  took  place 
between  the  contending  armies,  it  was  evident 
that  a  general  action  could  no  longer  be  avoided. 
The  army  of  Massena,  which  he  had  concen- 
trated at  Vizeu,  having  advanced  in  force,  that 
of  the  Allies  retired  from  their  position  in  the 
finest  order,  and  fell  back  upon  the  heights  of 
Busaco. 

This  mountain  range  was  about  eight  miles 
long,  its  right  abutting  on  the  river  Mondego, 
and  the  left  stretching  over  very  difficult  ground 
to  the  Sierra  de  Caramula.  On  the  summit 
stood  a  convent  surrounded  by  extensive 
woods ;  and  this  point  was  nearly  three  hun- 
dred feet  high,  though  its  elevation  varied  in 
different  places.  Such,  in  a  few  words,  was 
the  position  occupied  by  fifty  thousand  British 
and  Portuguese  troops  on  the  26th  of  Sep- 
tember, 1810;  while  sixty-five  thousand  French 
infantry,  covered  by  a  mass  of  voltigeurs, 
bivouacked  at  the  foot  of  the  mountain. 

Our  Light  Division  was  posted  in  advance, 
in  front  of  the  left  and  left  centre  of  the  line, 
formed  by  the  divisions  of  Sir  Brent  Spencer, 
and  of  Generals  Picton,  Leith,  Hill,  and  Lowrie 
Cole;   while  the  cavalry,  under   Sir   Stapleton 
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Cotton,  was  posted  in  the  rear.  General  Craw- 
furd  had  judiciously  drawn  up  the  main  body 
of  his  line  in  a  dip  of  the  ground  behind  the 
steep  crest  of  his  position ;  while  the  rocks  in 
front,  and  the  whole  face  of  the  Sierra  were 
crowded  with  our  riflemen  and  Cacadores. 

It  was  evident  that  Massena  intended  to 
attack  us  on  the  following  day,  and  nothing 
could  have  given  us  greater  pleasure,  for  our 
position  was  all  but  impregnable :  it  occupied 
the  summit  of  a  steep  and  lofty  mountain,  whose 
rugged  sides  were  exposed  like  the  glacis  of  a 
fortress  to  the  fire  of  its  defenders,  with  the 
exception  of  a  few  wooded  dells  and  hollows 
towards  its  base. 

To  facilitate  the  intended  attack,  the  enemy's 
light  troops  were  sent  forward  on  the  night  of 
the  26th,  by  twos  and  threes,  down  the  lowest 
part  of  the  valley  of  the  Mondego,  to  establish 
themselves  unseen  close  to  the  pickets  of  the 
3rd  and  Light  Divisions  ;  but  our  rifle  com- 
panies and  some  Cacadores  being  thrown  for- 
ward, soon  checked  their  insidious  ap- 
proaches. 

Dillon's  company,  especially,  was  far  in  ad- 
vance   that    night,    more  than  half-way  down 
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the  mountain ;  where  we  had  made  up  as  snug 
a  bivouac  for  ourselves,  in  a  deserted  posada, 
as  circumstances  would  permit. 

The  upper  part  of  this  house  had  been 
knocked  to  pieces  by  a  heavy  cannonade  during 
the  day ;  but  the  ground-floor,  or  stable,  which 
was  built  of  very  solid  mason  work,  with  an 
arched  roofing,  as  is  common  in  the  Peninsula, 
stood  as  firm  as  a  rock.  Here  we  had  en- 
sconced ourselves  ;  keeping  a  sharp  look-out  on 
the  enemy,  through  the  loop-holes  we  had 
made  in  the  wall ;  and  laughing  at  their  futile 
efforts  to  dislodge  us,  as  we  enjoyed  our  cigars 
and  toddy  round  a  blazing  fire,  manufactured 
from  the  ruins  of  a  staircase. 

But  though  we  were  cozy  enough  in  our 
sheltered  nook,  the  night  was  bitterly  cold  on 
the  summit  of  our  position ;  exposed  as  it  was 
to  the  north-west  wind,  which  swept  in  fitful 
blasts  over  the  mountain,  and  drove  our  troops 
to  every  sort  of  shelter  which  ingenuity  could 
invent,  or  the  most  rigid  watchfulness  permit. 
Meanwhile  the  radical  heat  of  canteens  and 
pocket-pistols,  as  the  gentle  reader  may  con- 
ceive, was  freely  had  recourse  to,  amongst  other 
expedients,  to  expel  the  radical  moisture,  and 
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enable  our  men  to  pass  the  night  with  some 
small  degree  of  comparative  comfort. 

But  these  resources  were,  it  seems,  inade- 
quate in  all  cases  :  for,  while  we  were  enjoying 
ourselves  sociably  in  our  bomb-proof  bivouac,  in 
bounced  upon  us  suddenly  three  or  four  offi- 
cers of  Colonel  R 's  regiment;  who,  un- 
able to  stand  the  cold  on  the  summit  of  the 
hill,  had  ventured  to  quit  the  ranks,  for  the 
troops  bivouacked  in  order  of  battle,  and  stole 
down  shivering  and  shaking  to  warm  their 
noses  at  our  guard-fire. 

Right  welcome  did  we  make  the  poor  souls ; 
and  Dillon  being  a  proverbially  hospitable  fellow, 
the  glass  circulated  freely,  while  jovial  toasts 
and  merry  jests  went  round,  as  if  peace  and 
plenty  were  smiling  on  the  outside  of  our 
cozy  retreat.  The  natural  thirst,  to  which 
we  were  all  rather  subject,  being  greatly  en- 
hanced by  some  delicate  morsels  of  Estremadura 
wild  hog  fresh  from  the  woods,  and  broiled 
upon  the  embers,  we  passed  a  very  merry 
evening,  as  may  be  imagined  :  till  at  length 
our  weary  guests,  leaving  us  to  our  vigils, 
plunged  into  a  huge  mass  of  beautiful 
clean  straw;    where,   covering    themselves    all 


228  PERCY   BLAKE. 

over,    they    were   speedily    in    the    "land    of 
nod." 

Long  and  sound  was  that  delicious  sleep, 
the  last  that  some  of  them  were  destined  to 
enjoy ;  and  longer  it  might  have  continued,  for 
we  were  coming  to  long  shots  with  the 
enemy's  advancing  tirailleurs,  and  had  quite 
forgotten  our  guests  in  the  hurry  of  our  own 
affairs  ;  but  an  immense  clash  of  fixing  bayo- 
nets suddenly  roused  them  all  at  the  same 
instant;  when,  conceiving  that  the  enemy 
were  upon  them,  they  sprang  nimbly  up  the 
rugged  side  of  the  mountain,  to  regain  their 
respective  posts. 

The  general  order  was,  that  the  whole  force 
should  be  under  arms  one  hour  before  day- 
break; but,  to  their  confusion,  it  was  now 
quite  light,  and  the  line  was  formed  to  receive 
the  enemy. 

It  was  in  vain  that  the  truants  endeavoured 
to  fall  in  unobserved:  the  practised  eye  of 
their  commanding  officer  was  upon  them,  and 
he  ordered  them  to  the  front.     I   must  here 

inform  my  gentle  readers,  that  Colonel  R 

was  one  of  those  rigid  disciplinarians  who   are 
facetiously   said  to    drill    their  troops    on    the 
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graves  of  the  enemy ;  and  his  rebuke  on 
parade  was  infinitely  more  dreaded  by  his 
officers  than  the  dangers  of  the  field. 

"  So,  gentlemen,"  he  began,  with  an  omi- 
nous scowl,  "  this  is  pretty  conduct  in  the  face 
of  an  enemy  !  A  nice  example  you  set  to 
the  soldiers,  of  discipline  and  obedience  !  From 
Mr.  Tyler  and  Mr.  Ouseley,  I  couldn't,  perhaps, 
expect  much,  as  they  are  young  and  foolish ! 
and  Mr.  Macpherson  is  a  shatter-brained  wild- 
goose  :  but  for  you,  Captain  Urquhart — an 
officer  of  some  rank  and  standing  in  the  army 
— there  is  no  excuse.  To  quit  your  ranks,  on 
any  pretence  whatever,  when  in  front  of  the 
enemy,  is  downright  desertion.  You  may  now 
join  your  companies,  gentlemen ;  but  rest  as- 
sured that  I  shall  forward  charges  against  you 
immediately  after  the  action." 

The  culprits  accordingly  fell  in,  and  soon 
forgot  the  colonel's  threats  in  the  excitement  of 
the  battle. 

Meanwhile,  we  were  sharply  engaged  with 
the  enemy;  for,  shrouded  by  the  grey  mist 
that  still  was  lingering  on  the  Sierra,  Ney,  with 
three  columns,  moved  forward  in  front  of  the 
convent,    to    where    our   Light    Division    was 
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posted,  in  advance  of  the  British  line.  The 
brigade  of  General  Simon  led  the  attack ;  and, 
reckless  of  the  constant  fusilade  of  our  skir- 
mishers, and  the  plunging  fire  of  our  artillery, 
which  ploughed  the  advancing  column  from  its 
leading  section  to  its  last,  the  enemy  came 
steadily  and  quickly  on,  till  their  breathless 
tirailleurs  reached  the  crest  of  our  position. 
The  British  guns  were  then  instantly  retired, 
our  skirmishers  closed  to  their  respective  flanks, 
and  in  double  quick  took  up  their  post  in 
line ;  the  French  cheers  arose,  and  in  another 
second  their  column  topped  the  height. 

Then,  if  ever,  was  manifest  the  real  supe- 
riority of  British  troops  in  close  combat ;  for 
Crawfurd,  who  was  coolly  watching  the  advance 
of  the  enemy,  having  given  the  word  "  Charge  !" 
to  his  line,  in  a  voice  of  thunder,  we  rushed 
forward  with  a  cheer  that  pealed  for  miles 
over  the  Sierra ;  and,  in  the  graphic  language 
of  Napier,  "  Eighteen  hundred  British  bayo- 
nets went  sparkling  over  the  brow  of  the  hill. 
The  head  of  the  French  column  was  over- 
whelmed in  an  instant,  and  both  its  flanks 
were  over-lapped  by  the  English  wings,"  while 
volley    after   volley,     at     close    distance,    com- 
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pleted  its  destruction ;  and  marked,  with  hun- 
dreds of  its  dead  and  dying,  prostrate  on  the 
face  of  the  Sierra,  the  course  of  its  murderous 
discomfiture. 

The  other  two  columns  of  Ney's  attack, 
under  Generals  Regnier  and  Marchand,  were 
equally  unsuccessful  against  the  other  divisions 
of  the  allied  army ;  when,  finding  his  efforts 
fruitless,  and  his  troops  sinking  under  an  un- 
profitable slaughter,  he  withdrew  them  under 
cover  of  his  artillery,  and  the  roar  of  battle 
ceased. 

I  must  now  return  to  our  visitors  of  the 
preceding  evening  ;  who  had  entirely  for- 
gotten their  colonel's  threatened  vengeance,  in 
the  glory  of  crushing  the  French  on  the  Sierra, 
and  the  triumph  of  driving  them  down  its  rugged 
side  in  ruinous  defeat  and  irretrievable  con- 
fusion. 

Colonel  R ,  however,  did  not  forget  the 

duty  he  had  to  perform  towards  the  deserters. 
Immediately  after  the  action,  he  was  on  his 
way  to  the  division  head-quarters,  to  report 
their  conduct;  when  he  met  Lieutenant  Mac- 
pherson,  all  begrimed  with  dust,  perspiration 
and  gunpowder. 
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"  Well,  Sir !"  exclaimed  the  colonel ;  "lam 
going  to  acquaint  Sir  Thomas  Picton  with 
your  conduct  last  night.  Where  are  your 
companions  ? — Where  is  Captain  Urquhart  ?" 

"  He  is  killed,  Sir,"  answered  Macpherson. 

"  Oh,  indeed !"  said  the  colonel  with  great 
sang  froid.     "  Where  is  Lieutenant  Ouseley  ?" 

"  He  is  also  killed,"  was  the  reply. 

"  The  devil  he  is  !"  exclaimed  the  colonel,  in 
a  tone  of  vexation,  at  the  loss  of  another  vic- 
tim.    "  Where  is  Ensign  Tyler,  then  ?" 

"  He  is  mortally  wounded,  Sir,"  said  Mac- 
pherson, with  his  eyes  brimful  of  tears. 

"  Confound  it  all !"  said  the  colonel,  as  if 
everything  had  been  done  solely  to  thwart  and 
torment  him. 

"  Ah  !  yes,"  exclaimed  Macpherson,  with  a 
heavy  sigh ;  "  poor  fellows  !  They're  all 
gone !" 

"  And  a  devilish  lucky  escape  they  have  had, 
Sir !"  cried  the  colonel,  with  a  frown,  as  he  rode 
off  grumbling  at  his  disappointment. 
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CHAPTER  XVI. 

THE   GOLDEN  VIRGIN. 

The  result  of  this  battle  having  defeated 
Massena's  object  of  turning  the  British  right, 
he  changed  his  plan :  and  during  the  action  de- 
tached a  large  body  of  cavalry,  under  the 
guidance  of  a  Portuguese  peasant,  across  the 
mountains  towards  Oporto,  with  the  view  of 
turning  the  left  of  the  British  position. 

His  intention  being  accurately  divined  by 
Lord  Wellington,  Colonel  Trant  was  despatched 
to  occupy  the  pass  of  Sardao,  by  which  the 
French  were  to  proceed  ;  but  being  misdirected 
in  the  road,  he  did  not  arrive  there  till  they 
were  in  possession  of  the  ground.  Thus,  after 
losing    the    battle    of    Busaco,    Massena   was 
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enabled,  by  a  Portuguese  traitor,  to  push  for- 
ward his  whole  army  towards  Coimbra,  by  the 
high  road  to  Oporto. 

This  manoeuvre,  by  which  the  position  of  the 
allies  was  turned,  necessarily  compelled  Lord 
Wellington,  though  in  possession  of  the  field  of 
battle,  to  fall  back  upon-  the  reinforcements  in 
his  rear :  orders  were  accordingly  issued  to 
abandon  the  Sierra,  and  retire  upon  the  lines  of 
Torres  Vedras.  In  doing  this,  his  Lordship 
was  compelled,  not  only  for  the  safety  of  the 
people  themselves,  but  to  deprive  the  enemy  of 
all  supplies,  to  order  the  inhabitants  of  Coimbra 
and  the  adjacent  country,  to  destroy  everything 
they  could  not  bring  with  them,  and  accompany 
the  troops  in  their  retreat.  They  accordingly 
followed,  or  preceded  the  army  on  its  march; 
abandoning  their  dwellings,  driving  off  their 
cattle,  burning  or  burying  provisions  and  forage, 
leaving  the  towns  and  villages  deserted,  and  de- 
prived of  everything  which  could  be  serviceable 
to  the  invaders. 

During  this  memorable  retreat  of  an  army 
and  a  nation,  our  regiment  was  much  scattered ; 
being  apportioned,  in  independent  companies,  to 
bring  up  the  rear  of  the  heavy  battalions,  and 
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prevent  stragglers  from  falling  into  the  hands 
of  the  enemy.  This  was  an  arduous  and  har- 
assing duty ;  for,  exclusive  of  our  military 
proteges,  we  had  also  to  extend  our  assistance 
to  the  crowds  of  flying  Portuguese  who  en- 
cumbered the  flanks  of  our  columns,  all  eager 
to  reach  the  lines  of  Torres  Vedras,  behind 
which  they  felt  assured  of  safety  and  protection. 

To  mend  the  matter,  we  were  overwhelmed 
with  a  deluge  of  rain  for  several  days,  which 
cut  up  the  roads  dreadfully,  and  made  our  whip- 
per-in duty  more  severe  than  ever ;  for  we  had 
not  only  to  keep  the  stragglers  up  in  front,  but 
also  to  make  head  against  the  French  light 
troops,  who  were  now  pressing  pretty  close  upon 
our  rear. 

We  at  length  reached  Alenquer,  about  nine 
leagues  from  Lisbon ;  and,  as  this  town,  like 
all  the  rest,  was  deserted  by  its  inhabitants,  a 
scene  of  immense  confusion  took  place  amongst 
the  stragglers,  camp-followers,  and  habitual 
plunderers,  always  found  in  the  wake  of  the  best- 
disciplined  armies. 

For  three  whole  hours,  amidst  mud  and  rain, 
which  was  falling  in  torrents,  we  were  inces- 
santly employed  in  turning  these  wretches  out 
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of  the  houses :  where  they  were  grasping  at 
everything  they  saw,  and  drinking  everything  in 
the  shape  of  wines  or  spirits  they  could  lay 
their  hands  on.  No  sooner  was  one  house 
emptied  than  another  would  fill ;  and  so  on, 
from  one  end  of  the  town  to  the  other :  gangs 
of  men  and  women,  in  a  beastly  state  of  in- 
toxication, running  up  and  down  the  lanes  and 
alleys,  as  if  playing  at  hide-and-seek  with  us, 
and  utterly  regardless  of  their  own  safety. 

At  last  we  succeeded  in  getting  the  great 
mass  of  them  to  the  extremity  of  the  town,  and 
Dillon  said  to  me  : — 

"  Now,  Percy,  while  I  drive  these  devils  on 
at  the  point  of  the  bayonet,  you  just  cover  our 
retreat ;  for  I  hear  the  parley-vous  hurraing  not 
far  off,  and  you'll  have  to  exchange  shots  with 
them,  I'm  thinking." 

I  accordingly  lingered  with  the  last  section 
some  distance  behind  Dillon  ;  but  as  the  enemy 
made  no  appearance,  I  gave  the  word 
"  forward !"  which  was  gladly  obeyed  by  my 
worn-out  Light  Bobs. 

It  was  now  the  dusk  of  the  evening,  and  the 
rain  was  beginning  to  abate  a  little  ;  but  the  mud 
was  knee  deep,  and  half  savage  with  fatigue  and 
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hunger,  I  trudged  on  through  it,   some  fifty  or 
sixty  paces  in  rear  of  the  last  section. 

While  -labouring  on  in  this  manner,  I  heard 
some  one  in  front  singing  to  himself,  in  a  sort 
of  doleful  attempt  at  cheerfulness  ;  as  well  as  I 
can  recollect,  the  following  curious  stanza : 

"  Barney  Bodkin  broke  his  nose  ; 
Want  of  money  makes  us  sad. 
Without  feet  we  can't  have  toes  ; 
Crazy  folks  are  always  mad  !" 

"  Surely  this  must  be  Conolly,"  I  said,  as  I 
came  up  with  a  soldier,  who  was  staggering  on- 
wards ;  bent  double  with  the  united  weight  of 
musket  and  accoutrements,  knapsack,  blanket, 
mess-tin,  havresack  and  canteen :  in  addition  to 
which,  and  above  all,  was  strapped  a  huge  non- 
descript bundle,  that  might  be  taken  for  a 
human  figure,  if  such  a  thing  were  at  all  likely. 

"  Faix,  then,  its  my  own  four  bones,  Master 
Percy,"  replied  Conolly.  "  And  its  tired  enough 
I  am  of  this  day's  journey,  any  how." 

"tNo  wonder,"  I  said,  "  with  such  a  mountain 
of  luggage  as  you  have  got  upon  your  back.  I 
hope  you  have  not  been  plundering  amongst 
those  drunken  scoundrels,  Mr.  Conolly." 
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"  May  be  I  have,  and  may  be  I  havn't,  Sir/' 
replied  Conolly,  with  a  very  mysterious  air. 

"  If  you  have,"  I  said,  excessively  provoked, 
"  I  shall  hand  you  over  at  once  to  the  Provost- 
Marshal,  and  have  done  with  you." 

"Naboclish!"  exclaimed  Conolly,  in  the  same 
tone  as  before. 

"  You  are  running  on  destruction  like  an 
idiot,"  I  said,  "  with  your  eyes  open." 

"  Bathershin,"  said  Conolly. 

"  You  insolent  dog,"  I  cried,  for  my  temper 
had  been  sorely  tried  during  the  day,  "  if  you 
give  me  any  of  your  slang,  I'll  kick  you  into  the 
mud." 

"  Then  you  wouldn't  do  that,  Master  Percy," 
replied  Conolly,  in  humbler  accents,  "  if  you 
only  knew  what  I  have  got  upon  my  back." 

"  What  have  you  got  ?"  I  demanded. 

"  I  have  got  a  vargin,  Sir,"  he  replied. 

"  A  virgin  !"  I  exclaimed,  "  you  don't  mean 
to  say,  you  have  got  a  woman  on  your 
back?" 

"  God  forbid,  Sir  !"  replied  Conolly,  "  'tis  no 
woman,  but  a  virgin,  Sir  ;  barrin  she's  alive  in 
heavenly  glory  with  the  blessed  saints,  and  the 
Holy  St.  Patrick,  at  this  present," 
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"  What  can  you  mean  by  this  gibberish  ?"  I 
demanded. 

"  I  mane  the  blessed  Vargin  Mary  herself, 
and  devil  a  less,"  replied  Conolly. 

"  Pshaw  !"  I  exclaimed.  "  You  are  drunk, 
you  sot !" 

"  Then  sorrow  a  dhrop  has  passed  my  lips 
this  blessed  day,  Sir,"  replied  Conolly,  "  but  rain 
wather.  Signs  on  id,  whin  all  them  other  fools 
were  hunting  after  wines  and  sperrits,  in  the 
houses  beyant,  I  went  to  the  ould  ancient 
abbey  church,  that  stands  fornint  the  market- 
place ;  and  'twas  there,  your  honor,  I  got  the 
lob." 

"  What  lob  ?"  I  demanded. 

"  Why  then,"  said  Conolly,  "  to  tell  God's 
truth,  I  was  looking  out  for  some  of  them  goold 
and  silver  cups,  that  your  honour  was  afther 
drinking  out  of  at  the  French  cavalry  mess; 
when,  at  last,  and  long  run,  after  rummaging  up 
and  down  amongst  nooks  and  crannies,  that 
were  full  of  ghosts,  if  I  could  only  see  'em,  I 
kem  to  a  dark-looking  hole  under  a  staircase ; 
and  may  I  never  die  a  sinner,  but  'twas  there  I 
found  it !" 

"  Found  what  ?"  I  asked. 
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"  A  goolden  vargin  !"  replied  Conolly,  "  lying 
there  amongst  a  hape  of  goolden  saints,  and 
angels,  and  doves,  and  lambs,  wid  the  fine  ould 
ancient  cobwebs  hanging  about  'em,  your 
honour  ;  but,  as  she  was  the  freshest,  I  brought 
her  away  first." 

"  Stuff  and  nonsense !"  I  exclaimed. 

"  Oh,  be  the  blessed  cross  !"  said  Conolly, 
"I'm  not  tellin  your  honour  a  word  of  a  lie. 
From  the  tip  of  her  wings,  to  the  ball  of  her 
great  toe,  she's  one  solid  lump  of  pure  goold  ; 
that  will  be  the  makin  of  us  all,  every  mother's 
sowl,  in  the  Light  Brigade." 

"  Oh !"  I  said,  "  if  that's  your  prize,  Conolly, 
I  wish  you  joy  of  it ;  but  step  out,  for  I  shall 
want  a  dry  change  of  everything." 

"  Yis,  Sir,"  said  Conolly,  with  a  grunt,  as  he 
laboured  on  under  his  burthen. 

"  And,  Conolly,"  I  said,  "  bring  your  virgin 
to  the  bivouac  fire.  Unless  I  greatly  mistake, 
we  shall  find  some  use  for  her  there." 

"Yis,  sir,"  said  Conolly. 

We  soon  after  arrived  at  our  ground  for  the 
night ;  and  being  relieved  by  a  fresh  party  of 
the  95th,  who  took  all  the  out-post  duty,  I 
hastened    to    our    company's    fire,    which   was 
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blazing  up  cheerfully  ;  while  Dillon,  and  my  two 
brother  subalterns,  were  roasting  their  shins,  and 
taking  a  drop  of  comfort  before  supper. 

The  rain  had  now  entirely  ceased,  the  moon 
shone  out  brightly,  and  the  ground  all  round 
the  fire  was  drying  very  fast;  so  were  also  the 
men's  clothes,  great  coats,  and  blankets,  which, 
having  been  thoroughly  saturated  during  the 
day's  march,  were  now  sending  upwards  a 
vapoury  column  of  steam.  Seated  each  upon 
a  knapsack,  we  looked  on  with  great  compla- 
cency, while  one  of  our  mess  cooks  was  frying 
pork  chops,  mutton  chops,  beef-steaks,  and 
sausages  before  us  ;  the  hissing,  sputtering,  and 
savoury  odour  of  which,  equally  gratified  the 
olfactories,  and  stimulated  the  appetites  of 
aU. 

At  this  interesting  moment,  came  up  Mr. 
Conolly,  sinking  with  fatigue  under  his  uncon- 
scionable load.  Having  relieved  him  from  his 
"  Vargin,"  which  I  laid  with  all  due  decorum 
on  the  ground  before  Dillon,  enveloped  as  it 
was  in  a  green  serge  window  blind,  I  desired 
Mr.  Conolly  to  tell  his  own  story. 

This  he  did  with  many  circumlocutions,  and 
the   addition  of    many  marvellous    accessories, 
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such  as  flying  angels  flapping  their  wings  while 
he  brought  it  away  from  its  hiding  place ;  and  a 
fine  ould  saint,  that  he  took  for  St.  Patrick, 
giving  him  his  blessing,  and  foretelling  great 
luck  to  him  and  his  ancestors  to  the  end  of 
the  world. 

I  then  withdrew  the  covering,  and  displayed 
a  very  golden-looking  figure  of  St.  Michael,  the 
size  of  life,  to  the  wondering  eyes  of  the  whole 
company ;  who  had  listened  in  crowds  to 
Conolly's  tale,  and  the  great  mass  of  whom 
actually  believed  the  image  to  be  gold ;  even 
Dillon  himself  looking  more  than  half  convinced 
of  the  agreeable  and  astounding  fact. 

"Now,  Conolly,"  I  said,  "you  don't,  of 
course,  mean  to  keep"  all  this  lob  of  gold  to 
yourself?" 

"  Not  by  no  manner  of  means,  sir,"  replied 
Conolly.  "  I  never  was  a  greedy-gut,  thank 
goodness  and  the  blessed  Vargin !" 

"  Let  me  know,  therefore,"  I  continued, 
"  how  you  wish  it  to  be  divided." 

"  Well,  sir,"  replied  Conolly,  "  I  wish  to  give 
one  half  to  you  and  the  captain,  another  half  to 
myself,  and  a  third  half  to  the  rest  of  the  corn- 
pan)."' 
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This  generous  decision  was  received  with 
plaudits.  A  pioneer  was  speedily  found,  who  as 
speedily  sawed  the  Virgin  Mary  into  three  halves, 
which  were  instantly  pronounced,  with  a  groan 
of  disappointment,  succeeded  by  a  general  burst 
of  laughter,  to  be  very  fair  specimens  of  the 
cork  tree  ! 

"  Agh,  sweet  Vargin,"  cried  Conolly,  "  'tis 
ould  Nick  that's  always  playing  me  them  tricks  ; 
jest  the  same  as  when  he  turned  a  dozen  fresh 
eggs  into  a  fiery  sarpent,  and  then  into  a  batch 
of  chickens,  in  the  island  of  Walchereen." 

"  I  have  a  muckle  suspeecion,  on  the  con- 
traire,"  said  the  Provost  Marshal,  who  just  then 
came  up  to  see  what  the  matter  was  ;  "  I  have 
a  muckle  suspeecion,  Conolly,  that  'tis  a  second 
edeetion  of  the  cuckoo  clock,  mon." 

This  created  an  immense  laugh  at  the  expense 
of  poor  Conolly,  who  fled  and  hid  himself  in 
dismay  and  mortification.  The  blessed  Vargin 
being  pitched  into  the  fire,  very  much  increased 
the  volume  thereof;  while  we  ate  an  excellent 
supper,  and  imbibed  a  reasonable  quantity 
of  cognac,  adultrified,  .as  Dillon  said,  with 
water. 
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We  then  lay  down  upon  the  sod,  gazing  on 
the  chaste,  cold  moon,  with  our  feet  in  the 
ashes,  and  looking  very  much  like  weary 
soldiers  taking  our  rest, — 

(<  With  our  martial  cloaks  around  us." 
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CHAPTER  XVII. 

SAVING   THE    COLOURS. 

The  proclamations  which  had  been  issued,  re- 
quiring the  inhabitants  to  abandon  their  homes, 
as  we  fell  back  upon  Torres  Vedras,  were  so 
generally  attended  to,  that  crowds  of  men, 
women  and  children ;  the  sick,  the  aged  and  the 
infirm,  covered  the  roads  and  fields  in  every 
direction.  Mothers  might  be  seen  with  infants 
at  their  breasts,  hurrying  towards  the  capital : 
old  men  scarcely  able  to  totter  along,  made  pro- 
gress, chiefly  by  the  aid  of  their  children  ;  whilst 
the  whole  wayside  soon  became  strewed  with 
bedding,  blankets,  and  other  household  fur- 
niture, which  the  weary  fugitives  were  unable  to 
,carry  any  farther.     Troops  of  all  arms,  attended 
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by  numerous  army  followers ;  peasantry  with 
their  families  ;  the  higher  orders  of  society  travel- 
ling conformably  to  their  rank  ;  furniture,  grain, 
and  the  cattle  of  an  extensive  line  of  country, 
all  combined,  pressed  forward  in  one  varied, 
confused,  and  apparently  interminable  mass. 

By  the  rigid  enforcement  of  this  system 
during  the  retreat  from  Busaco,  so  well  planned 
and  so  ably  executed,  the  whole  population  of 
this  extensive  district  found  safety  and  shelter 
in  and  about  Lisbon ;  and  the  allied  forces  took 
up  their  position  without  the  loss  of  a  straggler, 
or  a  baggage-waggon  ;  in  those  famous  lines, 
before  whose  impregnable  front  even  Massena 
himself  recoiled  in  astonishment,  though  but  a 
week  before  he  had  boasted  that  in  a  few  days 
he  would  "  drown  the  leopard."  Indeed,  so 
confident  were  the  French  of  the  speedy  ter- 
mination of  the  campaign,  that  numerous  en- 
gagements were  made  amongst  them  for  parties 
to  be  given  in  Lisbon  ;  which,  however,  none 
of  them  were  ever  again  destined  to  see,  except 
as  hospital  patients,  or  prisoners  of  war. 

Towards  the  conclusion  of  the  retreat,  how- 
ever, the  movements  of  the  troops  were  sadly 
impeded    by    the    panic-struck   inhabitants    of 
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Coimbra ;  who  had  so  long  delayed  their  flight 
towards  Lisbon,  that  the  roads  were  at  last 
literally  blocked  up  with  carts,  waggons,  mules, 
horses,  bullocks  and  human  beings ;  all  striving 
to  be  first  in  some  place  of  safety,  from  the 
dreaded  French,  who  were  now  in  close  pursuit. 

In  the  midst  of  this  terrible  confusion,  Colonel 

M 's  regiment,  to  which  Dillon's  company 

was  attached,  became  accidentally  separated  from 
the  brigade  to  which  it  belonged ;  and  was  even, 
as  the  colonel  thought,  in  some  danger  of  being 
cut  off  by  the  enemy.  In  this  predicament,  his 
first  idea  was  the  disgrace  that  must  attach  to 
the  regiment  if  the  colours  were  taken;  the 
preservation  of  these  cherished  symbols  being, 
as  my  fair  readers  doubtless  know,  an  especial 
point  of  honour  in  the  military  breast. 

To  prevent  so  fatal  a  disaster,  the  colonel  one 
evening  assembled  a  council  of  war,  at  which 
he  stated  his  apprehension ;  requesting  his 
officers  to  deliberate  maturely  on  the  subject, 
and  to  give  him  their  opinions  on  the  following 
morning,  as  to  the  best  mode  of  disposing  of 
these  darling  objects. 

Accordingly,  when  the  council  re-assembled  at 
daybreak  the   following    morning,    previous  to 
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commencing  the  day's  march,  many  suggestions 
were  offered  with  the  view  of  saving  the  colours  : 
one  officer,  amongst  others,  hinting  that  they 
might  be  taken  off  the  staffs,  and  concealed  under 
the  clothing  of  the  colour-sergeants ;  but  this 
was  objected  to  as  peculiarly  liable  to  discovery. 

A  young  ensign,  who  had  recently  joined 
from  Sandhurst,  then  said  he  recollected  having 
read  of  a  similar  circumstance,  at  the  battle  of 
Sempach,  where  the  Austrians  were  defeated  by 
the  Swiss;  where  one  Nicholas  Dut,  or  Dot, 
a  gallant  mountaineer,  who  bore  the  colours  of 
his  Canton,  finding  himself  surrounded  by  the 
enemy,  tore  the  colours  in  pieces  and  crammed 
them  into  his  capacious  mouth,  where  they 
were  found  after  his  death,  and  carried  back  in 
triumph  to  the  Town-House.  Some  such  ex- 
pedient as  this,  he  modestly  suggested,  might  be 
adopted :  but,  as  our  English  colours  were 
generally  of  enormous  dimensions,  too  great, 
indeed,  for  any  one  mortal  mouth  to  contain ; 
they  might,  when  torn  to  pieces,  be  distributed 
amongst  those  supernumerary  and  staff  officers, 
who  had  no  occasion  to  open  their  mouths  at  all 
during  the  action. 

Every  one  acknowledged  that  the  expedient 
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was  an  ingenious  one,  and  worthy  of  considera- 
tion ;  but  the  officers  in  general  seemed  to  be  of 
opinion  that,  if  the  regiment  was  actually  cut 
off  by  the  enemy,  it  would  be  of  little  use  to 
save  the  colours. 

Colonel  M  — ,  who  had  listened  to  the  dis- 
cussion with  an  air  of  profound  mystery,  now 
exclaimed,  with  a  look  of  unbounded  self- 
satisfaction: 

"  That  may  be  your  opinion,  gentlemen ;  but 
I  am  happy  to  inform  you  that  I  have  put  our 
colours  completely  out  of  reach  of  the  enemy." 

"  You  have,  sir !"  was  the  general  excla- 
mation. 

"  Yes,  gentlemen,"  cried  the  Colonel ;  "  I 
flatter  myself  that  I  have  effectually  saved  our 
honour  from  this  indelible  stain." 

"  But  how,  sir  ?  How  ?"  demanded  several 
voices. 

"  Last  night,  gentlemen,"  replied  the  colonel, 
in  a  tone  of  triumph,  "  while  you  were  vainly 
ruminating  on  the  best  method  of  saving  our 
beloved  colours,  I — burnt  them  to  ashes  with 
my  own  hands !" 

The  gallant  colonel's  regiment  was  not,  how- 
ever, cut  off,  as  he  had  anticipated ;  but  great 
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was  the  general  surprise  on  seeing  it  march 
into  the  alignment  under  bare  poles,  without  a 
single  rag  of  silk  attached  to  them.  So  novel  a 
circumstance  occasioned  an  immediate  inquiry ; 
and  long  and  loud  was  the  merriment  of  the 
troops,  when  the  real  cause  was  discovered. 
Lord  Wellington  saw,  at  a  glance,  how  the  case 
stood ;  and  very  considerately  gave  the  colonel 
leave  of  absence,  to  go  home  on  his  private 
affairs :  but,  being  an  old  officer,  and  a  worthy, 
well-intentioned  man,  the  next  brevet  fortun- 
ately qualified  him  for  the  command  at  Albany 
barracks,  where  I  met  him  again  at  a  sub- 
sequent period  of  my  career. 
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CHAPTER  XVIII. 

TORRES    VEDRAS. 

Singular  enough,  after  so  many  hair-breadth 
escapes  in  this  harassing  retreat,  the  very  last 
shot  fired  by  the  Tirailleurs  of  Massena's  ad- 
vance, as  we  retired  into  the  lines,  with  our 
faces  to  the  foe,  did  my  business.  I  was 
standing  in  rather  a  prominent  position,  whist- 
ling the  men  to  close  to  the  centre ;  when  I 
felt  a  sudden  wrench  in  my  right  leg,  and  fell 
to  the  ground,  frothing  at  the  mouth,  and 
calling  lustily  for  water. 

Four  of  the  men  rushed  to  the  spot  where 
I  lay ;  a  blanket  was  unfolded,  and  I  was  laid 
gently  upon  it :  the  men  then  lifting  it  by  the 
corners,  marched  steadily  along  with  me  to  the 


252  PERCY    BLAKE. 

rear;  a  fifth  man  giving  me,  from  time  to 
time,  a  draught  of  nectar,  for  so  I  deemed  the 
dirty  water  out  of  his  canteen. 

Colonel  Colborne  hastily  ran  up,  and  inquired 
kindly  after  my  wound ;  but  I  was  suffering 
too  much  agony  to  reply.  Soon  after,  there 
was  a  clattering  of  horses'  feet ;  and  a  well- 
known  voice  exclaimed, 

"  One  of  your  officers,  Colborne  ?" 

"  Yes,  my  Lord,"  was  the  reply,  "  and  a  very 
promising  one ;  young  Blake,  a  mere  strip- 
ling." 

"  Is  he  badly  hurt  ?"  was  the  second  ques- 
tion. 

"  I  can't  well  say,  my  Lord,"  replied  the 
Colonel,  in  a  doubtful  voice,  "  a  rifle  ball  above 
the  right  knee." 

"  If  the  cap  is  not  touched,"  said  his 
Lordship  as  he  rode  off,  "  he'll  save  his  leg." 

With  instinctive  confidence  in  the  sound- 
ness of  that  judgment  which  so  rarely  erred, 
I  stretched  my  hand  down  and  exclaimed ; 

"  Thank  heaven !  my  knee-pan  is  unhurt." 

The  agony  I  felt,  however,  was  so  excessive, 
and  I  writhed  and  made  so  many  ugly  faces, 
that  one  of  the  men  took  a  cartridge  from  his 
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pouch,  bit  off  the  ball,  thrust  it  into  my  mouth, 
and  bid  me  chew  it  like  a  quid  of  tobacco. 

I  did  so,  and  soon  reduced  it  to  shreds ;  feel- 
ing certainly  much  comfort,  either  real  or 
imaginary,  from  the  operation. 

Slowly  and  carefully  I  was  carried  through 
those  famous  lines,  upon  which  the  modern 
Fabius  had  bestowed  so  much  time  and 
thought,  as  the  only  means  of  averting  the 
entire  conquest  of  the  Peninsula.  I  shall  not, 
however,  attempt  a  description  of  them  from  any 
observations  I  may  have  made  in  my  progress, 
from  where  I  received  my  wound  to  the  village 
of  Santa  Clara,  about  a  mile  and  a  half  distant, 
where  the  general  hospital  of  the  division  was 
situated.  Indeed  I  slept,  or  rather  slumbered 
unquietly  the  greater  part  of  the  way,  in  spite 
of  my  sufferings ;  and  did  not  wake  to  a  full  con- 
sciousness of  my  situation,  till  effectually  roused 
by  an  acute  and  racking  pain,  which  seemed 
to  tear  my  heart  from  my  body. 

Looking  wildly  around,  I  found  myself  lying 
on  a  stretcher  in  a  lofty  and  elegant  apartment ; 
being  held  down  by  several  hospital  attendants, 
while  our  regimental  surgeon,  with  probes,  for- 
ceps, tourniquets,  and  other    diabolical    imple- 
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ments,  was  endeavouring  to  extract  the  ball 
from  the  huge  mass  of  inflamed  and  highly  dis- 
coloured flesh  and  muscle  in  which  it  was  em- 
bedded. 

This  operation  having  been  at  length 
happily  performed,  and  the  customary  dressings 
and  bandages  applied,  an  anodyne  w7as  admi- 
nistered to  me  by  the  doctor,  with  the  aid 
of  which,  I  at  length  succeeded  in  failing 
asleep;  though  the  operation  of  probing,  and 
cutting  and  dragging  at  my  unfortunate  limb, 
seemed  still  to  be  going  on.  After  a  long, 
though  feverish  slumber,  I  awoke  somewhat 
easier ;  and  looking  round,  contemplated  the 
scene  of  suffering  of  which  I  formed  a  part. 

The  room  in  which  I  lay,  was,  as  I  have  said, 
lofty  and  elegant ;  the  gilded  cornices,  and 
crimson  velvet  window-curtains  denoting  a 
structure  of  more  than  ordinary  pretension. 

The  walls  were  divided  into  compartments, 
which,  as  well  as  the  ceiling,  were  beautifully 
painted  ;  but  all  with  the  most  rigidly  scriptural 
subjects,  miracles,  conceptions,  crucifixions,  and 
apotheoses  of  saints  and  saintesses  :  with  the 
usual  accompaniments  of  cherubim  and  sera- 
phim, and  winged  angels ;  whose  beauty  might 
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almost  indicate  them  as  pertaining  to  the  de- 
corations of  the  Paphian  bower  rather  than  a 
Christian  temple. 

Among  this  last  class  of  subjects  there  was 
one  that  singularly  affected  me.  It  was  the 
apotheosis  of  a  female  saint  of  the  most  sur- 
passing loveliness,  whose  name  I  could  not 
learn ;  for  the  hospital  attendants  gazed  upon 
all  these  miracles  of  art  with  apathetic  wonder, 
and  utter  ignorance  of  the  meaning  of  every- 
thing but  the  crucifixion,  of  which  they  had 
some  vague  idea.  Vexed  at  their  stupid  answers 
to  my  repeated  questions,  I  turned  away  from 
them,  and  fixed  my  eyes  upon  this  beau-ideal 
of  feminine  grace  and  celestial  beauty;  till  I 
became  as  great  a  fool  as  that  Spaniard  who  fell 
madly  in  love  with  a  naked  Magdalen  in  St. 
Peter's,  which  induced  the  Pope  to  give  the  lady 
a  bronze  petticoat. 

But  there  were  other  objects  to  excite  my 
sympathy  besides  these  inspired  productions  of 
the  pencil :  these  were  fifty  or  sixty  of  my  poor 
brother  soldiers,  ranged  along  the  gorgeous 
walls,  on  coarse  wooden  bedsteads,  and  suffering 
from  recent  casualties ;  some  with  amputated 
legs  and  arms,  or  wounds  more  desperate  than 
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mine ;  which  elicited  a  succession  of  groans, 
moans,  and  occasionally  wild  shrieks  of  excruci- 
ating torture,  as  the  knife  was  plunged  into 
their  quivering  flesh,  or  the  saw  grated  against 
their  fractured  bones. 

To  relieve  myself  from  the  painful  feelings 
excited  by  such  a  variety  of  human  suffering 
which  I  could  in  no  way  alleviate,  I  always 
had  recourse  to  the  angelic  countenance  of  my 
adorable  saint ;  till  I  almost  longed  at  last  for 
that  peace  which  the  world  cannot  give,  and 
which  is  no  where  to  be  found  but  in  those 
blest  regions  beyond  the  skies ;  as  indicated  in 
a  scroll  at  the  top  of  the  painting,  which  bore 
in  gilt  letters  the  appropriate  motto,  "  in  coslo 
quies." 

While  plunged  one  day  in  one  of  these 
reveries,  1  had  a  visit  from  Jack  Dillon,  with 
whom,  as  usual,  I  had  an  amusing  gossip. 

"  But  what  of  these  celebrated  lines  ?"  I  de- 
manded, "  that  people  make  such  a  fuss 
"about?" 

"  Oh,  trumpery  Moses  !  but  they're  the  quarest 
jigamarees  you  ever  saw  in  your  life,"  replied 
Dillon.  "  Only  fancy,  Lord  Wellington  taking 
a  baron  of  beef,  and  carving  it  in  a  thousand  odd 
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ways  after  his  own  janius.  Tis  for  all  the  world 
just  like  that :  such  pollyollygrams,  roundabout 
romboys,  and  tangular  three  squares,  you  never 
saw  in  your  life." 

"  But  there  must  be  some  design  about  them," 
I  observed. 

"  Not  a  bit,"  replied  Dillon,  M  any  more  than 
about  the  Bog  of  Allen.  In  one  place  there's  a 
ditch  running  up  a  hill ;  in  another,  a  battery 
down  in  a  valley  :  then  old  roads  are  broken  up, 
and  new  ones  made ;  like  the  industrious  woman 
that  cut  a  piece  off  one  end  of  her  blanket,  and 
sewed  it  on  the  other,  that  she  might  be  doing 
something  :  then  water  is  stopped  in  one  place, 
and  let  run  in  another ;  here's  a  bridge  without 
a  river — there  a  river  without  a  bridge;  with 
lakes,  and  sluices,  and  gulfs,  and  gullies,  till,  at 
last,  a  fellow  doesn't  know  whether  he's  walking 
upon  land  or  water." 

"  Kow  are  you  off  for  quarters  ?"  I  asked. 

"  Is  it  quarters  ?"  cried  Dillon.  "  There's 
only  six  in  the  whole  country,  and  they're  divided 
among  forty  generals,  English  and  Portuguese. 
Why,  man,  we  all  live  in  batteries,  ride-outs, 
horn-works,  and  half-moons  ;  and  you'd  laugh 
to  see  the  huts  some  of  'em  have.     The  colonel 


258  PERCY    BLAKE. 

has  one  that  you  couldn't  swing  a  cat  in ;  and 
the  major,  who  they  say  is  a  Hampshire  squire, 
with  three  thousand  a-year,  lives  in  an  oven. 
One  has  a  water-butt  for  his  palace,  another  a 
mait-safe  :  for  my  part,  I  live  nowhere  at  all, 
but  roam  about  from  one  bivouac  to  another, 
taking  a  bit  here,  and  a  sup  there ;  and  giving 
'em  all  a  go  at  my  larder  in  turn,  when  the 
paymaster  books  up,  which  is  '  like  an  angel's 
visit,  seldom  or  never,'  as  Lord  Byron  says." 

"  Is  duty  pretty  sharp  ?"  I  asked. 

"  Oh,  as  tight  as  a  drum,"  replied  Dillon. 
"  We  drill,  as  usual,  on  the  graves  of  the  enemy  : 
then  Lord  Wellington  is  always  flying  about, 
and  grabbing  at  every  fellow  he  meets.  'Twas 
only  yesterday  I  took  a  race  up  a  hill  to  get  out 
of  his  way,  when  he  shouted  after  me,  '  Hollo, 
you  sir !'  I  think  he  might  be  more  civil 
to  a  gentleman's  son,  and  a  captain  in  the  army 
to  boot,  that  the  king  calls  esquire.  So  when  I 
came  down,  he  said,  '  Where  were  you  going  to, 
sir  ?'  <  To  the  top  of  the  hill,  my  lord,'  I  re- 
plied, '  just  to  take  a  view.'  *  Don't  you  know 
that  hill  is  all  mined,  sir?'  said  he, '  for  artillery 
practice,  and  you  might  have  been  blown  to  the 
devil  in   three  minutes,'   and  off    he  galloped. 
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Between  you  and  I,  Percy,  I  think  his  lordship's 
conduct  is  rather  superflewus  of  late  ;  and  if 
there  was  such  a  thing  as  calling  out  a  com- 
mander-in-chief— oh,  trumpery  Moses  ! — but 
Jack  Dillon  from  Navan's  the  boy  to  make  him 
smell  powder." 

"But,  Jack,"  I  said,  "what  part  of  the 
lines  am  I  now  in  ?  What  building  is 
this  ?" 

"  You  are  now,"  he  replied,  "  about  the  mid- 
dle of  the  first  range  of  batteries,  and  this  is  the 
convent  of  Santa  Clara,  with  a  village  to  the 
tail  of  it  of  the  same  name." 

"  And  have  we  turned  this  beautiful  building 
into  an  hospital  ?"  I  demanded. 

"  The  nuns,  bless  the  sweet  craitures  !"  replied 
Dillon,  "  gave  up  one  half  of  it  for  the  sick  and 
wounded  ;  and  are  all  huddled  together,  to  the 
number  of  two  or  three  hundred,  in  another 
half :  what  they  have  done  with  the  third  half 
I  don't  exactly  know." 

"  It  has  three  halves,  then  ?"  said  I,  smiling 
in  Dillon's  face. 

"  To  be  sure,"  he  replied,  with  all  possible 
gravity.  "  A  middle,  and  two  side  wings  ;  isn't 
that  three  ?" 
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"  It  appears  to  be  a  wealthy  establishment," 
I  observed. 

"  Oh,  there  isn't  a  richer,  from  this  to  Skib- 
bereen,"  replied  Dillon.  "  Sure,  'tis  what  they 
call  a  Royal  Foundation  ;  though  myself  doesn't 
know  why  all  the  honor  should  be  paid  to  the 
foundation,  and  none  to  the  top  of  the  building." 

"  That  was  an  oversight  of  the  architect,"  I 
said. 

"  May  be  so,"  said  Dillon  ;  "  but  here  you  are, 
any  how,  in  the  refractory  ;  a  sort  of  mess-room, 
where  the  nuns  and  the  ould  mother  abbess 
take  their  mails :  and  the  best  of  good  living 
they  have  too,  and  the  richest  of  wines ;  for 
they're  all  noblemen  and  gentlemen,  or  high 
dolgos,  as  they  call  themselves,  in  this  country." 

"  The  sisters  and  daughters  of  noblemen  and 
gentlemen,  you  mean,"  I  observed. 

"  Of  coorse,"  replied  Dillon.  "  Sure,  doesn't 
every  fool  know  what  the  sect  of  a  nun  is  : 
though  I  shouldn't  like  to  swear  to  them  all,  for 
a  few  that  I  have  seen  sport  mighty  purty 
mustachios  under  their  noses." 

"  Where  have  you  seen  them  ?"  I  asked. 
"  Do  they  show  themselves  occasionally  ?" 

"  I  have  seen  them  in  the  other  wards,"  re- 
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plied  Dillon,  "  giving  physic  and  advice  to  some 
of  our  men  that  are  down  again  with  that 
Walcheren  ague,  bad  luck  to  it !  Have  you 
not  had  any  of  them  here  yet  ?" 

"  No,"  I  replied  ;  "  I  have  seen  nothing  here 
in  the  shape  of  a  petticoat." 

"  Then  you  soon  will,  I  have  no  doubt,"  re- 
turned Dillon  :  "  though  they  are  not  so  well  up 
to  gunshot  wounds,  as  to  fevers  and  agues. 
But,  oh,  trumpery  Moses !  there's  Doctor 
White  looking  as  black  as  thunder,  for  making 
you  laugh  so,  and  I  must  run  off,  or  he'll  stick 
his  turncoat  into  me." 

"  So  then,"  I  soliloquized  after  Dillon's  de- 
parture, "  yon  picture  is  the  apotheosis  of  Santa 
Clara,  the  foundress  of  this  noble  institution. 
She  might  have  founded  a  new  religion  instead 
of  a  convent,  with  that  noble  face  of  hers ;  and 
I  would  have  been  the  most  ardent  of  her  wor- 
shippers." 

In  the  midst  of  my  enthusiasm,  I  fell  asleep, 
and  dreamt  of  saints,*  and  angels,  and  greasy 
friars,  and  nuns  with  mustachios  under  their 
noses. 

In  a  few  days  more,  I  began  to  feel  somewhat 
more    comfortable.     I   had    Conolly  domiciled 
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in  the  building  with  me  ;  and  his  assiduity  and 
attention,  as  in  the  case  of  the  Walcheren  fever, 
very  much  facilitated   my  recovery. 

.Meanwhile  I  had  learned  from  several  sources 
the  present  position  of  the  two  armies,  with 
reference  to  each  other ;  of  which,  for  obvious 
reasons,  I  had  been  for  some  time  igno- 
rant. 

The  French  having  thus  far  successfully 
pursued  us,  imagined  we  were  going  to  embark 
at  once,  as  Sir  John  Moore  did  at  Corunna ; 
and  that  they  would  have  nothing  else  to  do 
than  to  take  quiet  possession  of  Lisbon,  or 
perhaps  crush  us  by  their  superior  force  in 
the  hurry  of  our  departure.  But  they  found 
that  our  position  was  impregnable ;  and  that, 
while  the  united  armies  of  Great  Britain  and 
Portugal  were  abundantly  supplied  with  provi- 
sions from  England,  the  Brazils,  Africa  and 
America,  they  themselves  were  solely  dependent 
on  the  ground  they  occupied  for  subsistence. 

How  little,  therefore,  they  had  to  depend  upon 
will  be  apparent  from  the  fact  before  stated, 
that  the  entire  population  of  the  valley  of  the 
Mondego  had  accompanied  us  on  our  march  ; 
simultaneously  destroying    their  own  means  of 
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subsistence  to  put  them  out  of  their  enemy's 
reach.  Of  these  voluntary  exiles,  fifty  thousand 
were  encamped  in  rear  of  our  lines,  and  in  the 
streets  and  squares  of  Lisbon ;  their  wants  being 
supplied  by  liberal  alms,  and  by  the  benevolence 
of  several  convents,  especially  the  wealthy  one  of 
Santa  Clara. 

Every  day  now  added  to  the  distress  of 
Massena's  "  Invincible  army  of  Portugal," 
which  in  its  progress  to  Torres  Vedras,  had 
not  found  sufficient  for  a  single  day's  ration 
in  the  whole  country.  They  were,  consequently, 
obliged  to  subsist  on  their  own  scanty  resources, 
and  chance  discoveries  of  buried  provisions; 
for  all  supplies  from  the  rear  were  intercepted 
by  the  flying  bands  of  Portuguese  troops,  under 
Generals  Silveira,  and  Bacellar,  and  Colonels 
Trant,  Miller,  Wilson,  &c. 

One  good  result,  however,  of  that  kind  of 
tacit  convention  which  usually  exists  between 
regular  armies,  and  of  which  several  instances 
had  already  occurred  during  the  war,  was, 
that  the  French  and  English  advanced  posts  had 
ceased  to  worry  each  other  with  fruitless  attacks 
and  surprises  ;  and  that  the  sentries  and  videttes 
had  even  discontinued  firing  on  each  other.     I 
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remarked  accordingly,  that  our  surgery  cases 
were  now  few  and  far  between,  and  that  a 
great  diminution  of  personal  suffering  was  the 
happy  result 
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CHAPTER  XIX. 

THE    NOVICE    OF    SANTA    CLARA. 

As  I  lay,  restlessly  tossing  about  on  my  bed, 
one  day,  I  heard  a  rustling  sound  approaching  the 
doorway,  and  I  strained  my  eyes  towards  the 
entrance:  but  my  eyesight  had  become  weak 
from  loss  of  blood,  and  I  could  only  distinguish 
two  female  figures,  one  of  whom  looked  rather 
old,  and  the  other  somewhat  younger. 

They  were,  indeed,  altogether  dissimilar  in 
years  and  appearance.  The  elder  was  tall,  spare, 
and  raw-boned  ;  with  the  ordinary  costume  of 
black  serge,  and  a  long  coarse  white  veil ;  which, 
though  particularly  clean  and  neat,  covered, 
I  should  say,  a  moustache  of  some  pretension. 
The  younger  sister  wTas  of  that  medium   size 
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which  is  neither  too  short  nor  too  tall ;  but  her 
figure  was  full,  plump,  and  exquisitely  moulded. 
Her  dress  consisted  of  the  conventual  habit,  with- 
out ornament ;  but  it  was  composed  of  the  richest- 
materials,  being,  in  fact,  a  splendid  black  Genoa 
velvet.  She  wore  no  veil,  not  being  yet  professed  : 
but  a  fillet  of  snow-white  linen  bound  her 
noble  forehead,  and  concealed  her  hair;  while 
a  mantilla  thrown  over  her  head  fell  in 
graceful  folds  upon  her  fair  well-rounded 
shoulders. 

They  stopped  at  several  of  the  beds  in  their 
mission  of  charity  ;  bestowing  upon  each  of  the 
patients,  amidst  a  great  deal  of  ghostly  advice, 
some  little  articles,  of  luxury  or  comfort,  which 
I  could  perceive  were  gratefully  accepted.  For 
this  purpose,  the  elder  nun  carried  a  basket, 
apparently  well  stored  with  the  luscious  fruits  of 
the  country,  and  the  season  ;  as  well  as  confec- 
tionary, cakes,  and  conserves,  in  the  manufacture 
of  which  the  holy  sisters  are  known  to  excel ;  as 
they  do  in  the  production  of  artificial  flowers, 
and  every  other  description  of  fancy  work. 

At  length  they  drew  nigh  to  where  I  lay ; 
but,  oh,  heavens  !  what  was  my  astonishment — 
my   delight  when,  in  the  younger  of  the  two, 
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I  beheld  the  very  image  of  the  saint  I  now 
worshipped — the  beatified  creature  so  beautifully 
painted  in  the  picture  before  me  ! 

Unable  to  control  my  emotions,  I  uttered  a 
cry  which  I  intended  for  one  of  joy,  but  which 
must  have  sounded  like  one  of  pain  ;  for  she 
drew  close  to  my  bedside,  and  exclaimed 
in    the  most  musical   voice  I   ever  heard  : 

"  Deh  !  poverino  !  mi  fa  pieta  !" 

"  Heavens  V*  I  exclaimed,  "  that  is  neither 
the  squeaking  Portuguese,  nor  the  sonorous 
Castilian.     It  must,  of  course,  be  Italian." 

"  Si,  Signore,"  she  replied,  "  il  vero  Tos- 
cano ;  the  language  of  my  dear,  dear 
mother." 

"  And  .  yonder  is  your  mother  herself,"  I  ex- 
claimed, extending  my  arm  towards  the  picture 
of  Santa  Clara. 

"Yes,"  she  replied,  with  an  angelic  smile, 
which  rendered  the  resemblance  more  striking. 
"  My  mother  sat  for  that  picture  to  a  pupil 
of  Murillo's,  a  great  many  years  ago." 

"  And  your  father,"  I  demanded,  "  what  was 
he?" 

"  A  Portuguese  nobleman,"  she  replied, 
"  Dom  Tomao  Pereira  y  Souza." 

N  2 
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"  But  how  comes  it  then,"  I  asked,  "  that  you 
are  a  nun  ?" 

"lam  as  yet  only  in  my  noviciate,"  she 
replied. 

"  But  you  surely  never  will  take  the  veil,"  I 
eagerly  exclaimed. 

"  Why  not,  Senor  ?"  she  demanded,  with 
affecting  simplicity.  "  Do  you  think  me  un- 
worthy to    be  the  bride  of  heaven  ?" 

"  On  the  contrary,"  I  cried,  "  if  there  were  ten 
millions  of  heavens  you  are  worth  them  all." 

She  blushed  and  smiled ;  offered  me  some 
delicious  confectionary,  and  was  about  to  pass 
on,  but  I  madly  grasped  her  hand  and  cried  : 

"  Oh  !  come  and  see  me  once  again." 

She  said  it  was  her  intention  to  do  so. 

"  And  if  you  wish  me  ever  to  rise  from  this 
bed  of  sickness,"  I  exclaimed,  "  teach  me,  oh, 
teach  me  that  delicious  language  of  your  dear, 
dear  mother's  :  from  your  sweet  lips  I  know 
I  should  speedily  learn  it.  But  when  will  you 
come  again  ?" 

The  young  novice  addressed  a  few  words  in 
Portuguese  to  Sister  Teresa,  her  attendant,  or 
duena  as  she  seemed  to  be,  and  then  smilingly 
replied : 
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"  Forse,  forse,  domani." 

"  Good  heaven !  what  does  she  say  ?"  I  cried, 
as  she  glided  on  to  dispense  her  charities  to 
other  patients.  "  ■  Forse,  forse,  domani  V  What 
can  it  mean  ?  Would  to  heaven  I  had  never 
learned  anything  hut  Italian.  That  sweet,  soft, 
bastard  Latin  is  worth  all  languages  that  ever 
were  spoken,  living  or  dead.  Conolly  !"  I 
shouted. 

11  Here,  Sir,"  replied  Conolly,  with  military 
precision. 

"  Hire  a  horse,"  I  said,  "  stay,  can  you  ride." 

"  No  Sir,"  replied  Conolly,  "  except  in  a 
cart." 

"  Then  take  a  cart,"  I  said,  "  or  a  carriage — 
any  description  of  vehicle  you  can  first  lay  your 
hand  on  :  fly  down  to  Lisbon  and  get  me  an 
Italian  dictionary." 

"  What's  that,  Sir  ?"  demanded  Conolly,  "  is 
it  anything  in  the  sausage  way  ?" 

"  Fool !"  I  exclaimed,  "  'tis  a  book — forse, 
forse,  domani !  I  shall  forget  the  words — give 
me  pen  and  ink,  and  I'll  write  it  down  for  you 
— there — an  Italian  dictionary,  at  some  English 
bookseller's — there  are  several  in  Lisbon — fly  ! 
not  a  word — Forse,  forse,  domani !" 
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Conolly  set  off,  firmly  convinced  his  master 
was  mad:  but,  with  a  degree  of  shrewdness 
that  often  surprised  me  in  such  an  ignoramus, 
he  accomplished  his  mission,  and  returned  with 
the  book  in  four  or  five  hours  ;  during  which 
little  eternity,  1  went  almost  distracted  with  the 
repetition  of — Forse,  forse,  domani ! 

I  snatched  the  book,  opened  it,  and  soon 
found  the  words ;  Forse,  perhaps,  domani,  to- 
morrow. 

"  Eureka  !  Eureka !"  I  exclaimed,  "  I  have 
found  it :  to-morrow  !  to-morrow  !  White,  my 
dear  fellow,  give  me  an  opiate  for  a  dozen ;  I 
want  to  sleep  twenty  hours  at  the  least." 

The  doctor,  who  had  been  attracted  by  my 
exclamations,  approached;  felt  my  pulse,  gave 
me  what  I  wanted,  and  I  was  soon  asleep. 

The  following  morning  I  shaved,  made  myself 
smart,  and  waited  impatiently  for  the  nuns' 
visiting  hour.  It  came  at  length ;  and  my  heart 
throbbed  violently  as  the  fair  vision  approached 
with  her  customary  companion.  They  both  sat 
down  by  my  bedside,  and  with  a  look  of  triumph 
I  exhibited  my  dictionary,  begging  at  the  same 
time  to  be  indulged  with  the  name  of  my  fair 
visitant. 
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It  was  Juliana !  There  was  melody  in 
the  sound.  I  soon  learned,  also,  that  her  father 
and  mother  were  both  dead ;  and  that  her 
father's  wealth  having  gone,  as  a  matter  of 
course,  with  the  title  to  her  brother,  she,  ac- 
cording to  the  custom  too  prevalent  in  the 
Peninsula,  had  embraced  the  resolution  of  de- 
voting herself  to  heaven ;  rather  than  bestow  a 
portionless  hand  on  some  person  who  might  be 
unable  to  appreciate  its  value. 

Juliana  at  length,  acceded  to  my  repeated 
request,  and  gave  me  a  lesson  in  Italian.  Oh  ! 
that  first  delightful  lesson  !  never  will  it  be 
eradicated  from  the  heart  on  which  it  was  so 
indelibly  impressed  !  She  came  again  the  fol- 
lowing day,  and  the  day  after,  and  for  a  whole 
week  in  succession  ;  imparting  her  instructions 
with  such  sweetness  and  intelligence,  that  I 
began  to  make  a  rapid  progress ;  while  patient 
Sister  Teresa  sat  quietly  by,  evidently  the  ob- 
sequious attendant  of  one  whose  rank  and  family 
influence,  would,  in  all  probability,  speedily  place 
her  at  the  head  of  the  institution. 

No  poor  scholar,  struggling  for  college 
honours,  ever  worked  harder  than  I  did,  to 
acquire  the  power  of  communicating  my  ideas  in 
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Italian.  I  read  and  wrote  it  incessantly,  trans 
lating  it  backwards  and  forwards,  and  com- 
mitting whole  cantos  of  Tasso  to  memory. 
Goldoni  I  found  too  easy,  and  Dante  by  no 
means  too  crabbed.  In  short,  my  cure  and  my 
studies  made  equal  progress  :  my  wound  was 
healed,  my  limb  as  strong  as  ever ;  my  pronun- 
ciation, Juliana  said,  rivalled  the  "  Bocca  Ro- 
mana ;"  but  my  heart  was  irretrievably  lost. 

I  believe  poor  Juliana  made  a  similar  dis- 
covery with  respect  to  herself,  about  the  same 
time ;  for  she  became  pensive,  abstracted,  and 
melancholy :  her  lovely  eyes  frequently  filled 
with  tears,  and  her  bosom  heaved  with  sighs, 
which  she  could  neither  control  nor  account  for. 

For  my  part,  the  most  strangely  romantic 
schemes  and  speculations  occupied  my  mind.  I 
was  for  flying  with  her  to  the  wilds  of  America 
— to  the  boundless  prairies — to  the  interminable 
lakes; — there,  with  my  Juliana,  like  another 
Manco  Capac,  to  introduce  civilization  and  re- 
ligion amongst  the  savage  Choctaws,  Ootawas, 
and  Micmacs ;  and  to  become  to  them  deities, 
as  it  were,  whose  worship  should  descend  to 
their  grateful  posterity  in  traditional  songs,  from 
age  to  age,  to  the  end  of  time. 
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But  still  I  held  it  atrocious  to  seduce  and 
run  away  with  the  bride  of  heaven.  I  who  used  to 
pride  myself,  in  my  young  days,  on  being  a  good 
Catholic ;  for  I  could  make  the  sign  of  the  cross 
wTith  the  most  accurate  adherence  to  the  cardinal 
points  of  the  forehead,  the  shoulders,  and  the 
stomach ;  though  why  the  latter  unworthy 
member  should  be  included  in  the  sacred  for- 
mula, I  never  could  understand,  unless  it  had 
some  mystical  reference  to  transubstantiation. 
Then  I  could  repeat  the  Lord's  prayer,  the  Belief, 
the  invocation  to  the  Virgin,  in  Latin,  with 
tolerable  precision  ;  though  a  false  quantity,  an  i 
brevis  or  longa  misapplied  would  occasionally 
steal  in,  owing  to  my  defective  education. 

Amidst  all  these  "  thick  coming  fancies,"  1 
was  lost  in  a  sea  of  doubt  and  perplexity, 
my  mind  absolutely  verging  on  distraction. 

At  last,  one  day — one  eventful  day — I  had 
the  ward  entirely  to  myself ;  for  the  few  patients 
who  still  remained  were  out  in  their  flannel 
gowns,  enjoying  the  sunshine  in  the  splendid 
gardens  of  the  convent.  I  was  walking  up  and 
down,  revolving  matter  deep  and  dangerous  in 
my  agitated  thoughts,  when  Juliana  and  her 
duena  arrived. 

n  3 
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With  a  sudden  thought,  inspired  by  some 
supernal  power,  desirous  of  my  happiness  or 
destruction,  I  put  a  gold  cruzado  into  the  hands 
of  the  duena,  whose  love  of  money  I  had  long 
observed ;  and  requested  she  would  do  me  the 
favour  to  dispense  it  in  charity  amongst  the 
numerous  beggars  who  daily  flocked  round  the 
convent  gates.  With  much  alacrity  she  hastened 
to  accomplish  her  mission  ;  and  the  moment  I 
was  alone  with  Juliana,  I  threw  myself  on  my 
knees  at  her  feet,  made  a  passionate  declaration 
of  love ;  in  that  sweet  Italian  she  had  taught 
me ;  and  implored  her  to  crown  my  bliss,  by 
abandoning  her  cruel  intention  of  taking  the 
veil,  and  by  becoming  my  bride. 

She  was  confused,  silent,  overwhelmed  with 
intense  emotion ;  till,  encouraged  by  her  manner, 
I  sprang  up  and  folded  her  in  my  arms.  She 
yielded  to  my  embrace,  and  kissed  me  passion- 
ately :  then,  tearing  herself  from  my  arms,  she 
fell  upon  her  knees  before  her  mother's  picture ; 
raised  her  clasped  hands  and  streaming  eyes  to 
heaven,  and  wept  and  prayed  fervently  till  the 
return  of  her  duena,  who  was  highly  edified  to 
find  her  in  so  devout  an  attitude. 

But  the  ice  was  broken — the  citadel  was  won 
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— heaven  no  longer  occupied  the  thoughts  of 
Juliana,  to  the  exclusion  of  all  mundane  wishes 
and  desires.  We  soon  discovered  a  mode  of 
correspondence,  and  a  means  of  obtaining  secret 
interviews.  She  slept  in  one  of  the  cells  of  the 
ground-floor  cloister,  the  small  grated  window 
of  which  opened  on  a  large  space  of  uncultivated 
ground,  fruitful  only  in  rocks,  whin  bushes,  and 
the  gum-cistus  plant.  Every  night,  like  a  skilful 
engineer,  I  made  my  approaches  to  the  convent 
in  this  direction ;  till  I  arrived  at  the  edge  of  a 
deep  wide  fosse,  which  defended  the  sacred 
edifice  all  round  from  the  approach  of  profane 
footsteps. 

Having  thus  arrived,  as  it  were,  on  the  crest 
of  the  glacis,  if  I  saw  a  light  in  Juliana's  cell, 
I  threw  some  small  gravel  at  the  casement :  if 
the  light  disappeared,  it  was  a  proof  that  she 
could  meet  me  in  the  garden ;  if  not,  it  showed 
that  this  would  be  inconvenient.  In  the  former 
case,  I  ran  along  by  the  garden  wall,  till  I 
arrived  beneath  a  lofty  fig-tree,  whose  branches 
projected  far  beyond  it.  Then,  taking  from  a 
hole  which  I  had  cunningly  wrought  in  the  side 
of  the  fosse,  a  rope  prepared  for  the  purpose, 
I  threw  one  end  over  the  thickest  branch,  and 
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thus  swung  myself  up  to  the  top  of  the  wall, 
from  whence  the  descent  was  easy  enough  into 
the  garden. 

In  this  manner  we  enjoyed  many  stolen  inter- 
views; the  result  of  which  was,  that  Juliana 
consented  to  elope  with  me,  and  accompany  me 
to  England,  it  being  impossible  for  her  to  remain 
in  Portugal  after  such  a  step.  I,  therefore,  set 
about  getting  a  medical  certificate ;  for  which 
purpose  1  literally  starved  myself  for  a  week, 
that  I  might  appear  suffering  and  sickly.  Dr. 
White  being  my  friend,  I  soon  accomplished 
my  object ;  which,  indeed,  was  not  very  difficult 
just  then,  as  no  movements  of  any  consequence 
were  anticipated  during  the  winter. 

With  inexpressible  delight  I  announced  my 
success  to  Juliana,  and  started  for  Lisbon  to 
procure  a  passage  to  England.  In  this,  also, 
fortune  seemed  to  favour  my  wishes,  the  '  Fanny,' 
of  London,  being  advertised  to  sail  with  the 
tide  on  the  following  morning.  I  took  and 
paid  for  our  passage,  marked  our  berths,  and 
made  every  other  arrangement  necessary  to 
render  this  first  important  step  in  life  pleasant 
and  prosperous  to  my  beloved. 


PERCY    BLAKE.  277 


CHAPTER  XX. 

EL    GRAN    LOR. 

Delighted  as  I  was  at  having  thus  success- 
fully transacted  my  business  at  Lisbon,  and 
secured  a  passage  for  Juliana  and  myself;  but, 
above  all,  half  delirious  at  the  near  approach  of 
my  happiness,  when  I  should  be  able  to  release 
my  beloved  mistress  from  the  odious  trammels 
of  that  bigotry,  which  was  about  to  sacrifice  her 
youth  and  beauty  for  the  gratification  of  in- 
ordinate and  heartless  ambition,  I  walked,  as  it 
were,  upon  air — 1  almost  flew  that  I  might 
reach  Santa  Clara  in  time  to  prepare  for  instant 
flight,  before  some  unlucky  turn  of  destiny 
should  blast  our  felicity. 

But  the  more  haste  the  worse  speed;  especially 
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in  the  streets  of  Lisbon,  which  were  at  that  time 
the  filthiest  in  the  world,  except  those  of  Corfu,  as 
they  were  some  twenty  years  back.  No  one, 
in  fact,  could  venture,  with  any  degree  of  safety, 
to  walk  those  infernal  streets  without  the  utmost 
circumspection ;  so  encumbered  as  they  were 
with  dunghills,  dead  dogs  and  cats,  and  streams 
of  horrible  filth ;  all  duly  left  there,  accumu- 
lating hourly,  to  be  swept  off  by  the  next 
deluge  of  rain  into  the  Tagus. 

I  was  well  aware,  as  indeed  every  one  with  a 
nose  must  necessarily  be,  of  this  national  pe- 
culiarity :  but,  eager  to  communicate  my  happi- 
ness to  the  expecting  Juliana,  I,  in  an  evil  hour, 
attempted  to  make  a  short  cut  across  the  widest 
street  in  the  city,  where,  alas  !  there  was  no 
crossing ;  and,  in  the  very  first  step,  sank  to  my 
knee  in  a  horrible  mess,  which  emitted  an  odour 
that  must  have  poisoned  the  atmosphere  for 
miles  around.  In  a  desperate  effort  to  release 
myself  from  this  beau  trap,  I  made  another 
plunge,  and  with  an  equal  result,  for  now  neither 
of  my  legs  could  laugh  at  the  other. 

The  case  being  hopeless,  I  waded  over  as  I 
best  could ;  and  when  I  did  really  get  on  some- 
thing like  terra  firm  a,  I  began  furiously  to  stamp 
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off  the  mud  and  filth,  swearing  like  a  bedlamite 
as  I  did  so  ;  while  a  bevy  of  the  "  soft  Serioras" 
in  an  opposite  balcony,  absolutely  screamed  with 
laughter  at  my  predicament. 

Mortified  as  I  felt  at  this  explosion  of 
merriment,  it  was  heaven  itself,  compared  to 
what  I  experienced  when  the  clattering  of  horses' 
feet  struck  mv  ears,  and  I  saw  at  a  distance 
no  less  a  personage  than  the  Commander-in- 
chief;  dashing  along  the  street  helter-skelter, 
towards  the  spot  where  I  stood,  with  a  score  of 
staff  officers  and  orderly  dragoons  at  his  heels. 

To  meet  his  eagle  eye  in  the  horrible 
pickle  in  which  I  was,  I  felt  to  be  quite  im- 
possible ;  besides,  I  had  my  misgivings  that  he 
might  put  a  stop  to  my  matrimonial  excursion. 
Without  waiting,  therefore,  to  argue  the  matter 
at  much  length,  I  bolted  down  a  narrow  lane 
that  stood  nigh,  with  the  fairest  possible  hopes 
of  escape :  when,  just  as  his  lordship  arrived 
at  the  end  of  the  lane  I  had  quitted,  my  evil 
genius  threw  an  obstacle  in  my  way. 

This  was  a  small  country  horse,  laden  with  a 
huge  pair  of  panniers,  filled  with  fruit  and 
vegetables,  that  was  tied  at  a  doorway ;  and 
stood   in  the  most   unaccommodating    manner 
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right  across  the  lane,  which  he  entirely  occu- 
pied. To  stop  and  give  myself  up  to  the 
laughter  of  the  whole  party,  was  distraction ; 
nothing  but  escape  could  save  me  from  mortifi- 
cation, and  perhaps  worse.  Without  a  moment's 
hesitation,  therefore,  I  increased  my  speed,  made 
a  spring,  and  cleared  the  obstacle  at  a  flying 
leap :  then,  pursuing  my  course,  I  was  about 
to  issue  from  the  lane  at  the  other  end ;  when  a 
puppy  of  an  aide-de-camp,  who  had  cut  off 
my  retreat,  by  one  of  the  lateral  communications, 
galloped  at  me,  exclaiming  : 

"  Hark  to  Reynard !  wind  him  and  cross 
him !  Walk  back,  Sir,  if  you  please ;  his 
lordship  wishes  to  have  a  little  familiar  chat 
with  you." 

Silent  and  sad,  I  marched  back  to  where  El 
Gran  Lor,  with  all  his  attendants,  was  now 
waiting  my  approach. 

"  Your  name  and  regiment,  Sir  ?"  were  the 
first  words  that  saluted  my  ear. 

"Blake,  my  Lord,  of   the  52nd,"  I  replied. 

"  Blake  !"  he  repeated.  "  Oh,  true  ;  you 
were  hurt  in  the  knee,  I  think,  some  weeks 
since  ?" 

"  Yes,  my  Lord,"  I  replied.  ' 
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"  Where  were  you  going  to  in  such  a  hurry, 
Sir?"  he  sternly  demanded. 

"  To  England,  my  Lord,"  was  my  confused 
answer. 

"  With  despatches,  I  presume,  to  judge 
from  your  agility,"  he  was  pleased  to  observe, 
with  one  of  those  smiles  that  were  so  rare  on 
his  countenance,   though  so  becoming. 

"  I'm  going  home,  my  Lord,"  I  said,  "  on 
sick  leave." 

"  Sick  leave !"  he  repeated,  with  an  ominous 
frown  ;  "  nonsense,  Sir !  Join  your  regiment 
without  delay.  A  man  who  can  jump  over 
a  horse  may  do  very  well  for  Astley's,  but 
he   certainly  is  not  fit  for  the  hospital." 

And  off  he  galloped  with  his  escort ;  flinging 
a  shower  of  mud  from  the  horses'  heels  that 
very  much  added  to  my  unsavoury  condition. 

u  Thus  vanish  all  my  hopes  of  happiness !" 
I  exclaimed,  folding  my  hands,  and  looking 
the  very  picture  of  despair.  "  Thus,  my  poor 
Juliana,  all  our  visions  of  bliss  are  scattered 
to  the  — " 

"  Mr.  Blake,"  shouted  an  aide-de-camp, 
dashing  up  to  my  side,  before  I  was  awrare  of 
his  approach.       "  You    are  to  proceed    to  the 


282  PERCY    BLAKE. 

head-quarters  of  your  regiment,  immediately, 
and  report  yourself  for  outlying  picket  to-night." 
Then,  leaning  over  his  saddle-bow,  he  pro- 
ceeded, in  a  more  familiar  strain : 

"  Percy,  my  boy,  there  will  be  wigs  on  the 
green,  before  long." 

"  Good  heavens  !"  I  exclaimed  ;  "  William 
Galway,  my  old  schoolfellow  !" 

"  The  same,"  he  replied,  grasping  me 
warmly  by  the  hand. 

"  But,  how — how  ?"  I  stammered. 

"  I  can't  stop  now  to  tell  you  how,"  he 
replied,  smiling ;  "  but,  as  you  may  perceive, 
I'm  roughing  it  on  the  extra  staff.  J '11  come 
and  see  you  to-night,  at  your  bivouac;  and 
we'll  have  a  talk  of  old  times.  Never  think  of 
going  home  now,  man,  with  all  your  luck  before 
you.  You  have  the  proverb  in  your  favour, 
Percy,  but  rather  too  much  of  it  at  present." 

And  off  he  set,  with  a  shout  of  laughter 
that  disturbed  the  siesta  of  the  whole  locality. 

With  a  heavy  heart,  I  plodded  back  to 
Santa  Clara  on  foot ;  for  I  couldn't  think  of 
intruding,  in  my  present  condition,  on  the 
very  flashy  company  that  generally  filled  the 
vehicles  plying  between  the  lines  and  Lisbon. 
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I  arrived  at  head-quarters  just  in  time  to 
change  my  dress,  and  report  myself  ready  for 
duty  to  Colonel  Colborne ;  who,  though  sur- 
prised at  my  sudden  change  of  plan,  was  very 
glad  to  see  me  back  again,  as  he  was  getting 
slack  of  duty  officers,  from  a  variety  of  casualties. 

Dillon  just  then  came  into  the  Colonel's 
hut,  for  orders,  being  about  to  start  for  the 
outposts  with  his  company  ;  and  very  glad  he 
was  to  find  I  was  going  with  him,  instead  of  to 
England.  In  a  few  minutes  more,  we  marched ; 
and  after  a  long  detour,  we  arrived  at  the 
extreme  advance,  where  we  relieved  a  picket  of 
the  95  th. 

"Those  French  fellows,"  said  Middleton  of 
the  Rifles,  "  are  too  civil  by  half,  to-night :  they 
have  been  chatting  and  laughing  with  our 
sentries,  and  treating  them  to  Cognac  and 
Aguardiente.  Besides,  see  what  a  lot  of  fires 
they're  getting  up  all  along  their  lines.  There's 
something  in  the  wind,  depend  upon  it ;  so  look 
out,  Dillon  ;  you  haven't  old  Spry  to  deal  with 
here." 

"  Depend  upon  it,"  replied  Jack,  "  I'll  not 
turn  out  with  the  poker  to  the  Tooraloos. 
Good  night,  old  fellow  !" 
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"  Good-night !  good  night !"  said  the  Rifles, 
as  they  marched  out  of  the  trenches. 

"Now,  Percy,"  said  Dillon,  "just  cock  your 
chin  over  that  sand-bag,  and  keep  a  sharp  look- 
out, while  I  smoke  a  dhudheen  in  paice  and 
quietness.  Have  you  anything  in  the  canteen, 
alanuv  ?  The  nights  are  getting  bitther  cowld, 
though  the  fools  in  Ireland  tould  me  the  sun 
was  always  shining  in  Portiugal,  day  and  night. 
I  wondher  if  it  ever  does  in  any  part  of  the 
world,  Percy." 

I  handed  Dillon  my  canteen,  replenished  with 
Cognac ;  and  assured  him,  for  his  comfort,  that 
if  he  was  ever  lucky  enough  to  get  to  Spits- 
bergen— 

"  Where  in  the  world  is  Spitvirgin  ?"  de- 
manded Dillon. 

"  Tis  next  door  to  the  North  Pole,"  I  re- 
plied ;  "  but  if  you  ever  get  there,  Jack,  you'll 
see  the  sun  going  round  the  horizon — " 

"  The  horizon  !"  interrupted  Dillon  ;  "  is  that 
one  of  the  mountains,  Percy  ?" 

"  No,"  I  replied,  "  that's  an  imaginary  line 
all  round  the  world,  where  the  sea  and  sky 
are  supposed  to  meet;  and  round  this 
line     you'll      see     the      sun     going    for    six 
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months  together,  without  any  night  at  all, 
Jack." 

"  The  wonderful  works  of  nathur  !"  exclaimed 
Dillon,  as  he  sat  down  by  our  guard-fire,  and 
folded  his  cloak  about  him  to  enjoy  his  dhud- 
heen  ;  repeating  every  now  and  then  to  him- 
self, as  if  conning  a  lesson,  "  Horizon,  North 
Pole,  Spitvirgin." 

Meanwhile,  I  kept  a  sharp  look  out,  and 
was,  in  fact,  surprised  at  the  unusual  uumber 
of  bivouac  fires  in  the  enemy's  lines.  The 
sound  of  voices,  also,  and  peals  of  merriment, 
came  occasionally  on  the  breeze,  which  led  me 
to  imagine  that  it  was  the  celebration  of  some 
anniversary,  or  the  birth  of  another  little  Napo- 
leon. "  If  this  be  not  the  case,"  I  said  to  my- 
self, "  they  intend  to  beat  us  up ;  but  we're  all 
ready  for  them  :  and  yonder,  dark  as  it  is,  I 
can  distinguish  three  or  four  of  our  advanced 
sentries  evidently  on  the  alert." 

Satisfied  that  all  was  right,  I  began  to  reflect 
on  my  own  untoward  destiny ;  and  bemoaned 
my  fate  to  be  thus  baffled  at  the  critical  mo- 
ment of  my  existence,*  when  bliss  unutterable 
was  about  to  crown  my  most  ardent  wishes. 
From   my   own  sufferings,  I  adverted  to  those 
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of  Juliana ;  who  was  doubtless,  at  that  moment, 
looking  for  my  promised  visit,  and  expecting 
the  happy  tidings  of  release.  "  Poor  dear 
soul!"  I  mentally  exclaimed,  "what -a  disap- 
pointment she  will  suffer  !  And  how  her  heart 
will  be  wrung,  either  by  her  fears  for  my 
safety,  or  suspicion  of  my  fidelity  !  Would  to 
heaven  I  could  see  her,  if  only  for  ten  minutes, 
to  relieve  her  mind,  and  bid  her  hope  for 
happier  times." 

In  the  midst  of  my  reveries,  Conolly  rushed 
up  to  me,  exclaiming : 

"  Sir,  Sir,  here's  Lord  Wellington  coming  to 
see  you." 

"Nonsense,  man,  you're  dreaming  !"  I  re- 
plied. 

"  Oh,  divil  a  cottoner  in  Cork  !"  said  Conolly, 
"  if  it  isn't  true." 

Thinking  that  his  Lordship  might  be  making 
a  tour  of  the  outposts,  I  was  on  the  point  of 
waking  Dillon,  who  was  snoring  by  the  guard- 
fire  with  his  dhudheen  in  his  mouth,  when 
Galway  rode  up. 

"  Oh,  it's  you,  William,"  I  ex- 
claimed, greatly  relieved.  "  Conolly,  take  the 
horse." 
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"  Walk  him  about,  my  man,"  said  Galway, 
"  I  have  had  a  pretty  sharp  ride." 

"  Hurp  an  dhoul  !"  exclaimed  Conolly  sotto 
voce,  as  he  walked  off  with  the  horse ;  "  it's 
only  an  edge-acong  after  all !" 
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CHAPTER  XXL 

THE    CALL    OF    HONOUR. 

My  old  schoolfellow  and  I  now  sat  down  by 
the  guard  fire,  each  with  a  cigar  in  his  mouth, 
and  a  horn  of  stiff  grog  in  his  hand ;  and  a 
delightful  chat  we  had  together,  for  a  full  hour 
at  least,  mutually  relating  our  adventures,  and 
fighting  our  school-boy  battles  over  again : 
the  only  interruption  we  experienced,  being 
an  occasional  snort  from  Dillon,  or  an 
exclamation  of  "  north  pole  !  Horizon  !  Spit- 
virgin !  oh  trumpery  Moses  !" 

But  though  I  found  Galway  extremely 
amusing,  and  highly  improved  by  his  staff 
discipline,  unhappy  thoughts  frequently  marred 
my  enjoyment;  owing  to  the  vexatious  turn  my 


PERCY   BLAKE.  289 

affairs  had  taken,  and  the  threatening  aspect  of 
my  amorous  planet.  I  began  to  ruminate  on 
future  plans  ;  till  at  length  it  suddenly  occurred 
to  me,  that  I  might  pay  a  flying  visit  to  poor 
Juliana,  to  relieve  her  mind  from  the  load  of 
anxiety  which  I  knew  would  oppress  it.  I, 
therefore,  begged  Galway,  who  had  always  been 
a  great  crony  of  mine,  to  lend  me  his  horse, 
and  staff  coat  and  hat,  to  pay  a  short  visit  at 
Santa  Clara,  on  which  the  life  or  death  of  a 
very  dear  friend  depended ;  and  to  take  my  post, 
and  don  my  regimentals  in  the  interim. 

The  request  at  first  startled  him  :  but  on 
my  repeated  solicitation  he  consented  ;  pro- 
posing, however,  that  we  should  wake  Dillon, 
and  get  him  to  acquiesce  in  the  arrangement. 

"  No,  no,"  I  replied  ;  "  he'll  sleep  there 
sound  enough  till  re'veille'e,  and  I  shall  be  back 
long  before.  Besides,  Jack  is  sometimes  such 
a  confounded  martinet,  that  he  would  object  at 
once,  but  when  the  thing  is  done,  he'll  never 
blab." 

"Well  then,"  said  Galway,  "  go  in  God's 
name.  .  You  *  were  always  a  lucky  fellow, 
and  I  depend  upon  that :  but  if  I  should 
be  picked  off  in  a  long  shot,  as  Sir  Lucius  says, 
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won't  the  great  lord  wonder  at  losing  one  of 
his  aide-de-camps  in  a  dog-kennel  like  this." 

"  Don't  alarm  yourself,"  I  replied,  "  we  are 
on  such  excellent  terms  with  the  Parlez-vous, 
that  long  shots  are  even  more  scarce  than  long 
commons  on  both  sides." 

"Then  give  me  the  carte  du  pays,"  said 
Galway. 

"  You  see  where  my  captain  lies,"  I  replied, 
"  down  among  the  dead  men :  but  yonder  are 
all  my  non-commissioned,  looking  out  sharp 
over  the  breastwork ;  and  from  this  point  you  can 
take  in  a  range  of  four  advanced  sentries  at  one 
glance." 

"  I  twig  them,"  said  Galway,  "  now  then  be 
off,  and  don't  be  there  before  you're  back  again." 

I  sprang  into  the  saddle  and  dashed  forward 
over  the  broken  ground  at  top  speed,  in  spite 
of  the  darkness  that  prevailed;  while  the 
countersign,  and  my  staff  uniform  smoothed  all 
difficulties  in  my  progress  through  the  lines  :  it 
being  naturally  concluded  that  I  must  be  the 
bearer  of  important  orders  from  head-quarters, 
or  I  wouldn't  ride  in  that  dare-devil  fashion. 
At  length,  I  reached  Santa  Clara  as  the  convent 
clock  struck  twelve. 
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The  village  was  silent  as  the  grave:  the 
troops  who  occupied  it,  with  the  few  of  its  in- 
hahitants  who  still  remained,  were  equally  sunk 
in  sleep ;  and  nothing  was  heard  but  the  regular 
footfall  of  the  sentry  at  the  main-guard,  who 
ported  arms,  as  I  passed  and  gave  him  the 
countersign.  I  alighted,  fastened  my  horse  to 
a  post  within  his  walk ;  and,  requesting  he  would 
keep  an  eye  upon  him,  I  passed  on  towards  the 
convent  of  Santa  Clara. 

My  heart  beat  with  anticipated  joy  as  I 
approached  the  sacred  edifice,  within  whose  walls 
I  had  passed  so  many  happy  hours  with  my 
Juliana.  Avoiding  the  wing  appropriated  as  an 
hospital,  to  prevent  recognition,  I  crept  silently 
along  under  the  lofty  building  towards  the  cells 
of  the  novices,  so  well  known  to  me,  that  I 
could  have  found  my  way  blindfold  :  but,  before 
I  had  reached  the  little  window  of  Juliana's 
cell,  a  low  and  mournful  strain  of  such  exquisite 
melody  stole  upon  my  ear,  that  for  a  moment 
I  was  utterly  bewildered,  and  knew  not  where  I 
was,  or  what  I  was  about. 

The  well-remembered  words  and  music  of  Per- 
golesi's  Stabat  Mater,  or,  Hymn  to  the  Virgin, 
at  length  restored  me  to  consciousness.     It  was 
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the  matin  service  of  the  nuns  and  novices ;  and 
as  the  swell  of  vocal  harmony  rose  on  the  air 
in  the  inflammatus,  I  thought  I  could  discern 
my  Juliana's  voice,  purer,  more  brilliant,  and 
more  heavenly  than  those  of  her  companions. 
My  agitated  soul  was  calmed  by  this  aifecting 
appeal  to  more  poignant  woes  than  my  own  . 
the  grosser  passions  of  my  nature  were  purified 
and  refined  by  the  celestial  spirit  of  the  me- 
lody ;  and  with  something  like  a  feeling  of 
holy  awe,  I  awaited  the  termination  of  the 
service,  before  I  approached  the  window  of  my 
beloved. 

A  light  shone  through  it  at  that  very  instant, 
and  I  was  aware  that  Juliana  had  just  returned 
from  the  chapel.  I  therefore  took  up  a  few 
small  pebbles,  and  threw  them  across  the  moat 
at  the  casement.  The  light  instantly  disap- 
peared, and  I  rushed  along  the  garden  wall  till 
I  came  under  the  fig  tree.  Taking  the  coil  of 
rope  from  its  hiding  place,  I  pitched  one  end  of 
it  over  the  well-known  branch,  and  soon  swung 
myself  to  the  top  of  the  wall ;  jumping  down 
from  which  I  was  just  in  time  to  receive  the 
panting  Juliana  in  my  arms. 

"  Alma   mia  !"   she  exclaimed,  "  you   cannot 
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imagine  how  unhappy  I  have  been  at  your  ab- 
sence.    What  has  delayed  you  so  long  ?" 

I  related  to  her  my  day's  adventure,  which 
terribly  depressed  her  spirits.  Her  unhappy 
destiny,  she  said,  was  now  beginning  to  unfold 
itself;  and  the  sudden  termination  of  her  felicity 
must  assuredly  be  a  judgment  from  heaven  for 
the  breach  of  her  anticipated  vows. 

I  said  everything  I  could  to  reassure  and 
comfort  her :  I  told  her  that  I  would  still  be 
near  her,  always  within  call,  and  ready  to  defend 
her  from  every  evil ;  but  with  a  melancholy 
voice,  she  said,  that  the  period  was  approaching, 
when  she  must  either  irrevocably  take  the  veil, 
or  decline  it:  that  the  latter  proceeding  would 
disgrace  her  in  the  eyes  of  the  world,  and  estrange 
from  her  fcr  ever  her  justly  incensed  family  ; 
while  to  take  the  veil  would,  on  the  other  hand, 
still  more  effectually  crown  her  wretchedness. 

In  short,  nothing  could  assuage  the  misery 
of  my  poor  Juliana  :  she  had  so  firmly  fixed 
her  mind  on  flying  with  me  from  the  hated  walls 
of  her  prison  ;  on  becoming  my  wife,  and  living 
with  me  contented  and  happy  in  a  new  land, 
and  surrounded  by  a  new  circle  of  admiring 
friends  and  relatives — that  every  effort  of  mine 
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was  fruitless  to  counteract  the  misery  of  her  dis- 
appointment. 

I,  myself,  was  plunged  in  the  deepest  wretched- 
ness. My  heart  was  torn,  not  only  with  my 
own  sufferings,  but  with  those  of  the  woman  I 
loved  more  dearly  than  all  the  world  ;  and  my 
brain  was  racked  with  schemes  and  stratagems 
to  elude,  or  escape  from,  the  impending  evil. 
At  length,  will  it  be  believed  that  I  was  mad 
enough  to  propose  instant  flight  ?  I  urged 
Juliana  to  mount  behind  me,  on  my  friend 
Galway's  horse  ;  to  gallop  off  to  Lisbon,  em- 
bark on  board  the  '  Fanny,'  which  was  positively 
to  sail  at  six  in  the  morning,  and  before  our 
flight  could  be  discovered,  we  should  be  ploughing 
the  broad  waves  of  the  Bay  of  Biscay ;  to  live  in 
some  sequestered  nook,  of  some  far  distant 
land,  all  in  all  to  each  other, 

"  The  world  forgetting,  by  the  world  forgot." 

Yes ! — the  reader  may  smile  at  my  folly,  or 
pity  my  madness ;  but  such  was  the  distracted 
frame  of  mind  into  which  Juliana's  tears  and 
lamentations  had  thrown  me,  that  I  was  ready 
to   sacrifice  name,   and  fame,  and  honour,  and 
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every  good  this  world  contains,  to  soothe  the 
misery  of  the  woman  I  adored ! 

It  is  true,  I  laid  the  flattering  unction  to  my 
soul,  that  I  had  really  got  my  leave  and  sick 
certificate  in  my  pocket :  that  the  army  was 
now  in  a  state  of  total  inaction,  and  likely  to 
continue  so  during  the  winter,  at  least ;  and 
that  before  the  opening  of  the  campaign  in 
spring,  I  might  return,  after  placing  Juliana  in 
the  bosom  of  my  family,  and  resume  my  duties 
before  a  trigger  had  been  pulled.  As  regarded 
my  interview  that  day  with  Lord  Wellington, 
I  made  no  account  of  it.  His  Lordship  would, 
doubtless,  forget  the  whole  occurrence  in  the 
multiplicity  of  more  important  affairs,  and  I 
knew  that  Galway  would  not  betray  me ;  while 
in  Dillon  and  Colonel  Colborne,  I  had  two 
staunch  friends,  who  would  smooth  over  any 
difficulty  that  might  obstruct  my  return  to  my 
regiment. 

Such  was  the  false  and  baseless  train  of 
reasoning  by  which  I  endeavoured  to  gloss  over 
the  fatal  error  I  was  about  to  commit ;  while 
poor  Juliana,  equally  deceived  as  myself  by  such 
specious  arguments,  but  still  more  excusable 
from   her  ignorance  of  what  I  was  really  about 
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to  sacrifice,  clung  round  my  neck,  wild  with 
joy,  and  urged  me  to  hasten  our  departure. 

So  great,  in  fact,  was  my  infatuation,  that  I 
was  on  the  point  of  assisting  her  to  climb  the 
fig-tree  for  that  purpose,  when  a  distant  roar 
of  musketry  broke  upon  the  silence  of  the  night, 
or  rather  of  the  morning;  for  it  was  then 
about  two  o'clock. 

"  Oh  heavens  !"  I  exclaimed,  "  what  is  that  ?" 

I  had  scarcely  uttered  the  words,  when 
another  roar  of  running  fire  was  heard  along 
the  line,  intermingled  with  the  sound  of  cannon  ; 
at  first  single  guns,  and  then  whole  volleys  of 
heavy  metal  from  the  batteries. 

"  The  lines  are  attacked  !"  I  cried,  gnashing 
my  teeth  in  agony,  "  and  I  am  absent  from 
my  post  !  Fool !  Idiot !  Madman  that  I 
am!" 

I  pressed  the  poor  trembling  girl  in  my  arms, 
the  last,  last  sad  embrace ;  and  kissed  her  with 
intense  fondness,  as  I  exclaimed,  in  Italian, — 

"  Fino  al  domani,  carissima  mia !" 

"  Addio  per  sempre  !"  she  replied,  with  a 
heavy  sigh, — the  last  prophetic  words  I  ever 
heard  her  utter. 

Overwhelmed   with  contending   emotions,    I 
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sprang  up  the  fig-tree,  leaped  from  the  wall, 
a  depth  of  twenty  feet,  and  ran  like  lightning 
to  my  horse.  The  guard  was  under  arms, 
and  the  sentry,  as  he  held  my  stirrup,  said  : 

"  We're  in  for  it,  Sir ;  they'll  come  this  way 
before  long." 

"And  I  absent  from  my  post !"  I  mentally 
exclaimed.  "  My  brave  companions  slaugh- 
tered through  my  desertion  !" 

Maddened  at  the  idea,  1  dashed  the  spurs 
into  my  spirited  steed,  which  plunged  forward 
at  a  tremendous  pace,  as  if  equally  anxious 
with  myself  to  reach  the  scene  of  action. 
While  I  thus  tore  along  upon  ground  which, 
even  in  broad  daylight,  I  should  have  ridden 
over  cautiously,  a  voice  would  occasionally 
exclaim, — 

"  There  goes  another  of  the  staff ! '  They'll 
soon  be  here  !" 

Other  sound  than  this  there  was  none.  The 
batteries  were  manned,  and  gunners  with  port- 
fires ready  for  the  wTord  '•  the  trenches  were 
lined  with  pickets,  lying  forward  on  the  breast- 
work, with  muzzles  ready  pointed  towards  the 
foe ;  and  the  battalions  on  their  respective 
parades,  with   fixed  bayonets,  standing  at  ease ; 

o  3 
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all  with  that  silent,  steady,  and  unshaken  firm- 
ness that  distinguishes  the  British  soldier  in 
front  of  the  enemy. 

Still,  onward  I  drove,  heedless  of  danger  or 
obstruction :  cutting  round  batteries,  leaping 
over  chevautt'de-f rises,  stumbling  over  broken- 
up  roads,  and  splashing  through  artificial  lakes 
and  inundations,  till  I  reached  my  post,  and 
was  joyfully  received  by  Galway. 

"  You  have  just  saved  your  bacon  !"  he  said, 
as  we  exchanged  uniforms.  "  I  told  you  there 
would  be  wigs  on  the  green  before  long.  But, 
for  Heaven's  sake,  look  at  Dillon." 

Whether  it  was  the  effect  of  the  canteen,  or 
the  dhudheen,  or  both,  Jack  was  awfully  mysti- 
fied :  he  had  just  been  roused  from  a  deep 
sleep ;  and  fancying  that  the  post  was  attacked, 
he  ran  about  flourishing  his  sabre,  and  exclaim- 
in  o-,  at  every  whiff  of  the  trenchant  blade : 

"  Down  with  them  !  Skiver  the  villains  ! 
Spit  the  virgins  from  the  horizon  to  the  North 
Pole !" 

"  But  what  is  the  row,  after  all  ?"  I  de- 
manded. 

"  You'll  soon  know,"  replied  Galway  ;  "  for 
here  comes  Stanhope,  with  orders." 
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"  Advance,  Fifty-second  I"  cried  Captain 
Stanhope,  of  the  head-quarter  staff ;  "  the 
enemy  are  in  full  retreat !" 

We  gave  three  cheers  that  made  the  welkin 
ring  again;  and  Dillon,  having  now  come  to 
his  recollection,  shouted,  with  stentorian 
lungs,^ — 

"  Fifty-second — trail  arms  !     Double  !" 

The  vain  and  futile  visions  of  love  and 
connubial  happiness  vanished  from  my  breast  ; 
and,  impelled  by  the  noble  thirst  of  military 
fame — the  never-failing  stimulant  of  youth, — 
the  favourite  reminiscence  of  age — the  all- en- 
grossing theme  of  the  poet  and  historian — I 
sprang  forward,  at  the  head  of  my  section,  in 
our  memorable  pursuit  of  Massena's  invincible 
"  Army  of  Portugal ;"  hoping  soon  to  fall  in 
the  arms  of  victory,  since  I  could  no  longer 
live  but  dishonoured  with  my  lovely  nun. 


300  PERCY    BLAKE. 


CHAPTER  XXII. 

THE    STORMING    PARTY. 

The  French  having  had  a  good  start  of  us, 
by  the  silence  and  celerity  of  their  movements  ; 
we  did  not  come  up  with  their  rear-guard  till 
we  found  them  in  position  between  Santarem 
and  Cartaxo,  when  some  skirmishing  took 
place,  with  the  usual  casualties  on  both  sides. 
Lord  Wellington,  believing  that  the  former  place 
was  only  occupied  by  Massena's  rear-guard,  re- 
solved to  force  it  without  delay  :  but,  on  a  close 
reconnaissance,  it  w7as  found  that  the  whole 
French  army  were  strongly  posted  in  and  about 
Santarem ;  their  lines  being  covered  with  such 
formidable  field-works  as  rendered  an  attack  not 
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only  precarious,  but  exceedingly  hazardous 
indeed. 

The  periodical  rains  having  now  set  in,  and 
the  weather  becoming  more  than  usually  bois- 
terous and  inclement,  both  armies  were  com- 
pelled to  remain  in  a  state  of  inactivity.  This 
continued  for  the  whole  winter  ;  during  which 
little  of  military  interest  occurred,  except  the 
constant  harassing  of  the  French  by  the  Por- 
tuguese militia,  under  their  enterprising  English 
officers. 

Lord  Wellington  established  his  head- 
quarters at  Cartaxo,  in  which  small  place 
upwards  of  six  thousand  troops  were  stowed 
away  :  every  hut,  stable,  and  cow-shed  being 
occupied  as  officers'  quarters,  and  the  soldiers 
bivouacking  amongst  the  ruins  left  by  the 
French  ;  while  the  face  of  the  country  for  many 
miles  around  displayed  the  bivouac  fires  of  our 
troops,  encamped,  with  little  or  no  shelter, 
under  the  canopy  of  heaven. 

The  Light  Division  occupied  the  outposts  in 
front  of  Cartaxo  ;  our  cantonments  being  esta- 
blished at  the  village  of  Vallee,  where  our 
regiment  was  distributed  in  companies,  in  some 
deserted  farm-houses  on  both  sides  of  the  road. 


302  PERCY    BLAKE. 

Close  in  our  front  ran  the  Rio  Mayor ;  over 
which  and  some  marshy  ground  beyond,  lay  the 
bridge  of  Santarem,  nearly  half-a-mile  in  length. 
The  arches  of  this  bridge  were  mined,  and  we 
had  double  sentries  upon  it ;  the  French  sentries 
being  posted  about  two  hundred  yards  beyond 
ours :  while,  on  a  gentle  eminence  in  their  rear, 
stood  the  French  camp,  hutted  with  all  the 
regularity  and  attention  to  comfort  peculiar  to 
that  nation  when  in  the  field.  Beyond  the 
French  camp  rose  the  towers  and  steeples  of 
Santarem,  upon  an  eminence  richly  clothed  on 
all  sides  with  olive  groves. 

Though  the  French  and  English  troops  lay 
within  shell,  and  even  cannon  range,  yet,  as  if  by 
tacit  agreement,  they  never  once  molested  each 
other,  for  nearly  five  months  that  we  were  thus 
stationed  in  sight  of  our  respective  encamp- 
ments; a  sort  of  friendly  intercourse  being, 
moreover,  established  between  the  outlying 
pickets  and  sentries  of  both  armies.  During 
this  period  we  enjoyed  a  state  of  profound 
repose  ;  amusing  ourselves  with  hunting,  shoot- 
ing, fishing,  and  card-playing,  as  if  we  had 
really  nothing  else  in  the  world  to  think  of,  or 
care  about. 
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Dillon  and  I  had  taken  up  our  quarters  in  the 
only  habitable  room  of  a  ruined  farm-house, 
within  pistol-shot  of  the  bridge :  and  here  one 
evening,  the  5th  of  March,  1811,  as  well  as  I 
can  recollect,  he  and  I  were  sitting  over  the 
embers  of  our  lire ;  smoking  our  cigars,  and 
chatting  at  intervals  on  the  actual  posture  of 
affairs,  and  the  future  prospects  of  our  gallant 
army. 

"  Surely,"  said  Dillon,  as  the  shades  of  night 
were  thickening  about  us,  "  that  Conolly  of 
yours  must  have  gone  astray,  and  tumbled  into 
the  river.  Here  we  are  in  the  dark,  and  not  a 
drop  of  black-strap  in  the  house  to  wet  our 
whistles  with.  I  wonder  what  can  keep  him 
now  r 

"  Heaven  knows  !"  I  replied.  "  Perhaps  he  is 
looking  for  another  cuckoo-clock  amongst  the 
ruins." 

An  hour  passed,  and  no  Conolly  made  his 
appearance,  to  get  us  a  light  and  renew  our 
fire,  which  was  gradually  dying  of  inanition 
in  the  capacious  fire-place.  Dillon  begon  to  get 
impatient,  and  grew  testy  at  the  continued 
absence  of  my  valet,  his  own  servant  being  on 
sentry  at  the  bridge ;  when,  in  the  midst  of  a 
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long  pause,  a  musket-shot  was  suddenly  heard 
in  that  direction.  This  was  a  circumstance  so 
very  unusual  that  it  attracted  our  immediate 
attention,  and  we  both  rushed  out  to  see  what 
the  matter  was. 

The  report  of  the  musket,  however,  was 
succeeded  by  a  dead  silence ;  and,  instead  of 
producing  others  in  return,  the  repose  of  the 
French  outpost  in  our  front  seemed  uninter- 
rupted, while  the  momentary  attention  created  on 
our  side  speedily  died  away. 

"  Some  drunken  fellow  or  other,"  said  Dillon, 
as  we  returned  to  our  chimney-corner.  "  He'll 
catch  it  in  the  morning,  when  his  ammunition 
is  counted." 

Our  fire  was  now  almost  entirely  out ; 
emitting  a  faint  flicker  occasionally,  which 
gleamed  along  the  smoky  walls  of  our  domicile 
and  then  died  away,  to  be  succeeded  by  another 
still  fainter.  Dillon  threw  himself  upon  our 
guard-bed  to  try  and  get  a  snooze ;  and  I  fell 
into  a  rumination  on  heaven  and  earth,  with  all 
their  respective  mysteries ;  when  a  heavy  tramping 
was  heard  in  a  long  passage  that  led  to  our 
room,  and,  before  I  could  give  an  alarm,  in 
staggered  Mr.  Conolly,  with  something  upon  his 
back. 
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"What  is  the  meaning  of  all  this?"  I 
demanded,  somewhat  tartly.  "  What  have  you 
got  there,  you  great  lout  ?" 

"  Faith,  I  have  got  a  senthry,  Sir,"  replied 
Conolly.     "  I  shot  him  as  clain  as  a  whistle." 

"  Shot  a  sentry  !"  we  both  exclaimed  ;  "  not 
an  English  sentry,  you  wretch  ?" 

"  Not  a  bit  of  it,  Sir,"  replied  Conolly, 
"  but  a  raial  downright  Frenchman." 

"  A  Frenchman  !"  repeated  Dillon. 

"  Yis,  Sir,"  said  Conolly  ;  "  the  sentry  at  the 
other  end  of  the  bridge." 

"Why  did  you  shoot  him,  you  scoundrel?" 
I  demanded,  in  a  rage  at  such  a  wanton  piece 
of  cruelty. 

"  Because  he  had  his  gun  presented  at  me," 
replied  Conolly  ;  "  and  if  I  hadn't  the  first  shot, 
he'd   have   settled  my  hash  soon  enough." 

"  But  why  did  you  bring  the  carrion  in 
here  ?"  demanded  Dillon,  in  a  voice  of 
thunder. 

"  Why,  then,  Captain,"  replied  Conolly,  in  a 
deprecating  tone,  "  'tis  because  the  men  are 
always  jibing  and  jairing  me.  One  says, 
'  You're  a  coward,  Conolly  I'  Another  says, 
1  You're     a    poltroon !'     A    third    says,    '  You 
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never  shot  a  Frenchman  !'  and  a  fourth  says, 
'  He  shuts  both  eyes  when  he  pulls  the 
trigger.'  So,  to  convince  'em  of  it,  your 
honor,  I  crept  very  quietly  over  the  bridge  jist 
now;  till  finding  Jack  Doolan,  the  Captain's 
servant,  taking  a  snooze  on  his  post,  I  made 
bould  with  his  musket ;  and  stailing  up  to  the 
Frenchman,  to  make  a  long  story  short,  I  shot 
him  right  between  the  eyes,  yer  honor." 

"  Strike  a  light,"  said  Dillon,  "  and  let  us 
see  if  he's  dead." 

"  Oh,  I'll  engage  he's  dead  enough,"  said 
Conolly.  "  I  think  1  must  have  shot  the  very 
sowl  out  of  him,  for  his  corpse  is  as  light  as  a 
feather." 

A  piece  of  pine-torch  was  now  ignited  at  the 
embers;  and  the  dead  Frenchman,  on  exami- 
nation, proved  to  be  a  man  of  straw  in  regi- 
mentals, to  the  infinite  amusement  of  a  dozen 
of  the  .picket  who  had  crowded  in  after 
Conolly. 

"  That's  another  trick  of  the  ould  boy  !"  ex- 
claimed my  crest-fallen  valet :  "  but  if  ever  I 
stail  a  vargin,  or  shoot  a  sentry  again  — " 

"  They're  off !"  cried  Dillon  with  a  shout,  as 
he  sprang  upon  his  legs.     "  The  villains  are,  off 
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and  have  left  us  in  the  lurch  again.  Bugler, 
sound  advance  I" 

Forth  rang  the  cheering  notes  of  the  bugle, 
as  the  picket  advanced  in  order  to  the  bridge, 
which  we  passed  unmolested  and  soon  found 
that  the  bird  had  really  flown  :  the  French 
camp  was  left  all  standing,  but  not  a  human 
being  was  to  be  seen,  except  ourselves. 

The  retreat  of  Massena  being  duly  reported 
at  head- quarters,  orders  were  as  promptly 
issued  for  advance ;  and,  at  daybreak,  on  the 
6th  of  March,  we  resumed  our  pursuit  of  the 
"  Army  of  Portugal."  Conolly's  adventure  was 
much  laughed  at,  yet  it  gave  us  a  start  of  five 
or  six  hours  in  our  chase  of  the  enemy. 

But  I  am  not  writing  a  history  of  the  war ; 
and  the  exploits  of  the  Light  Division  do  not 
require  the  aid  of  my  feeble  pen  to  transmit 
them  to  posterity.  To  the  luminous  page  of 
Napier,  I  must  therefore  refer  the  reader,  for 
a  graphic  account  of  that  glorious  campaign  in 
which  we  drove  the  French  out  of  Portugal ; 
including  the  brilliant  affairs  of  Redinha,  Sabugal, 
&c,  in  which  we  added  largely  to  our  former 
laurels.  Neither  shall  I  attempt  to  describe  the 
battle  of  Fuentes  de  Onoro,  which  immortalized 
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the  following  short  campaign,  and  finally  drove 
Massena,  V enfant  gdte  de  la  victoire,  out  of 
Spain,  as  the  saying  is,  with  his  finger  in  his 
mouth.  Though  we  had  the  honour  of  contri- 
buting largely  to  that  splendid  victory,  I  must 
leave  the  details  to  a  more  worthy  historian  ;  and 
hasten  on  to  the  storming  of  Ciudad  Rodrigo, 
where  my  adventures  were  very  nearly  brought 
to  a  sudden  termination. 

This  celebrated  city  stands  on  high  ground, 
on  the  right  bank  of  the  Agueda,  which  is 
here  fordable  in  many  places.  Four  divisions 
of  the  army,  of  which  ours  was  one,  were  en- 
trusted with  the  duties  of  the  siege ;  and 
on  the  8th  of  January,  1812,  the  in- 
vestment was  regularly  commenced,  under 
a  heavy  cannonade  from  the  tow7n :  in  spite 
of  this,  however,  an  important  outwork,  the 
fortified  convent  of  San  Francisco,  was  gallantly 
stormed  and  carried  by  detachments  from  our 
Division. 

From  this  period  till  the  19th,  the  siege 
was  vigorously  pressed ;  and  the  fortifications 
of  Rodrigo,  which  had  been  greatly  strength- 
ened by  the  French,  were  battered  in  breach  by 
our  heavy  guns.       On  the   morning    of    the 
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19th,  two  breaches  being  declared  practic- 
able, Lord  Wellington  decided  on  storming 
them  that   nis;ht. 

Accordingly,  at  eight  o'clock  on  Sunday 
evening,  the  Third,  Light,  and  Portuguese 
Divisions,  under  Picton,  Crawfurd,  and  Pack 
— three  gallant  fellows  as  ever  breathed — 
moved  from  the  camp,  and  concealed  them- 
selves in  the  trenches,  until  the  signal  was 
given  for  the  attack.  The  storming  party 
in  which  I  had  enrolled  myself,  was  com- 
manded by  Major  George  Napier,  of  my 
regiment. 

Meanwhile,  the  French  were  not  idle.  The 
larger  breach  of  the  two,  which  was  destined 
for  Picton's  division,  exposed  a  shattered 
front  of  one  hundred  feet,  which  had  been 
carefully  mined ;  the  base  of  the  wall  being 
strewn  with  shells  and  grenades,  and  the 
top,  which  the  troops  might  escalade,  being 
similarly  defended.  A  deep  retrenchment 
was  cut  behind,  to  insulate  the  broken 
rampart,  in  the  event  of  its  being  carried 
by  storm.  The  lesser  breach  was  narrower  at 
the  top,  and  exceedingly  steep ;  with  a  four-and- 
twenty  pounder  turned  sideways,  that  blocked 
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the  passage  up,  except  an  opening  between 
the  muzzle  and  the  wall,  by  which  two  files 
might  enter. 

Darkness  had  no  sooner  closed  over  the 
devoted  city,  than  our  Forlorn  Hope  moved 
on  to  the  convent  of  San  Francisco,  then 
garrisoned  by  the  40th  regiment,  the  walls 
of  which  sheltered  us  from  the  enemy's  fire. 
Here  the  men  threw  off  their  packs,  un- 
buckled their  stocks ;  and  got  rid  of  all 
other  impediments  to  the  most  active  and 
desperate  exertions.  General  Crawfurd,  who 
led  us  in  person,  addressed  a  few  inspiring 
words  to  us,  while  we  stood  formed  under 
the  convent  wall,  in  a  clear,  distinct,  and 
manly  tone :  the  last  time,  alas !  we  were 
to  hear  the  sound  of  that  voice  which  had  so 
often  led  us  on  to  victory. 

With  anxious  hearts  every  one  was  now 
eagerly  watching  for  the  signal,  when  the 
sonorous  bell  of  the  town  clock  struck  the 
fated  hour.  Up  went  the  rocket  from  one  of 
the  batteries,  and  General  Crawfurd  calling 
out,  "  now  lads  for  the  breach  !"  we  rushed 
forward  in  double  quick,  from  the  friendly 
shelter  which  had  hitherto  concealed  us. 
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No  sooner  had  we  cleared  the  convent 
wall,  and  were  fairly  exposed  to  the  enemy, 
than  a  storm  of  round,  grape  and  cannister 
shot  was  poured  upon  us  with  destructive 
fury,  and  deadly  effect ;  our  position  being 
rendered  clearly  visible  by  innumerable  fire- 
balls, which  came  flashing  incessantly  from 
the  ramparts.  In  spite,  however,  of  this  hail- 
storm of  multifarious  missiles,  on  we  rushed 
with  increasing  velocity  towards  the  breach, 
when  General  Crawford,  who  was  only  two 
paces  in  front  of  me,  was  struck  with  several 
bullets,  and  fell  back,  mortally  wounded,  into 
my  arms. 

With  indescribable  feelings,  I  laid  my 
gallant  and  beloved  leader  gently  upon  the 
ground,  and  bent  over  him  in  speechless 
agony  ;  but  with  an  expiring  effort,  he  cried 
out,  "  Forward,  Sir,  and  leave  me  to  my 
fate  !" 

Just  at  that  moment,  the  leading  section 
of  our  division  coming  up,  I  confided  the 
General  to  their  care;  and  rushed  madly  on 
to  overtake  the  storming  party,  to  which 
I  belonged,  with  vows  and  threats  of  ven- 
geance on  the  foe. 
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But,  rapid  as  the  occurrence  had  been,  my 
party  was  already  out  of  sight ;  and,  in  at- 
tempting to  reach  them  by  a  short  cut,  I 
became  entangled  in  some  old  mines,  which 
had  been  exploded  in  the  glacis  during  this 
and  the  former  siege.  Frantic  at  the  idea  of 
being  thrown  out  altogether,  while  my  more 
fortunate  companions  were  reaping  glorious 
laurels,  I  made  incredible  efforts  to  reach  the 
scene  of  action  ;  and,  at  length,  by  jumping 
down  from  the  crest  of  the  glacis  into  the 
ditch,  at  the  imminent  hazard  of  my  neck, 
I  succeeded  in  joining,  not  my  own  storming 
party,  but  that  of  Picton's  division,  which 
was  then  assaulting  the  great  breach. 

Dreadful,  indeed,  was  the  slaughter  occa- 
sioned amongst  the  assailants  at  this  place, 
by  the  explosion  of  mines,  shells,  grenades,  and 
other  combustibles ;  with  the  murderous  fire 
kept  up  by  the  French,  from  the  summit 
of  the  breach,  and  neighbouring  ramparts, 
and  the  houses  which  overtopped  them. 
But  up  we  went,  unheeding  the  terrible 
shower  of  lead  and  iron ;  while  I,  waving 
my  sword  and  shouting  aloud  for  followers, 
sprang  up  the  steep  ascent  of  shattered  frag- 
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ments,  far  before  the  rest.  So  wonderful, 
indeed,  was  the  activity  inspired  by  the  excite- 
ment of  the  scene,  that  in  another  minute  or 
two,  I  should  have  been  on  the  summit  of 
the  breach,  when  a  musket  ball  struck  me 
in  the  left  thigh,  and  I  fell  to  the  ground  with 
a  yell  of  anger  and  despair. 

Ah !  many  a  moment  of  agony  have  I 
passed  in  my  weary  pilgrimage  through  life, 
but  never  anything  to  equal  what  I  felt 
at  that  instant.  To  see  the  glorious  meed 
of  victory,  mine  as  I  thought  but  a  moment 
before,  thus  suddenly  wrenched  from  my 
grasp,  was  not  to  be  borne.  I  screamed,  I 
wept  like  a  child,  and  tore  my  hair  out  by 
handfuls ;  till,  at  last,  attracted  by  my  outcries, 
which  soared  above  the  infernal  din  all  round, 
a  gigantic  grenadier,  who  was  now  the  leader 
of  our  party,  approached  and  said,  in  a  tone  of 
commiseration,  "  Poor  young  gentleman,  are  you 
badly  hurt,  that  you  sing  out  that  way  ?" 

"  Oh,  curse  the  hurt !"  I  exclaimed.  "  I 
don't  care  a  straw  about  it,  if  I  could  only  get 
to  the  top  of  the  breach." 

"Faith,"  said  the  grenadier,  "you're  one 
of   the    right  sort,    any    how:    but,  heavenly 

VOL.    II.  p 
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Mary !"  he  continued,  as  a  fire-ball  came 
blazing  in  between  us,  making  us  visible  to 
each  other.  "  Heavenly  Mary  !  what  do  I 
see  ?     Tis  my  own  dear  nephew  !" 

"  Uncle,  uncle,"  I  cried,  now  also  recog- 
nising him ;  "  if  ever  you  had  a  spark  of 
affection  for  my  poor  mother,  help  me  up  to 
the  top  of  the  breach,  and  let  me  die  at  least 
in  glory." 

"  That  I  will,  my  boy,"  cried  my  uncle. 
"  Here,  scramble  up  on  my  back,  and  I'll 
engage  you  shall  be  the  first  man  on  the  top. 
Sure  you're  not  heavier  than  the  knapsack,  I 
threw  away  down  there  in  the  ditch.  That's 
it — now  hold  fast.  Fogh  volliah  !  clear  the 
way  you  rascally  frog-eaters  !  Here's  a  cou- 
ple of  Tipperary  boys  for  you  !" 

The  scene  which  has  taken  so  long  in  the 
narration  occupied  only  a  moment;  and  up- 
wards again  rushed  my  glorious  uncle  at  the 
head  of  the  storming  party ;  while  I,  waving 
my  sword,  shouted  madly :  "  Forward !  for- 
ward !" 

The  appeal  was  not  made  in  vain:  the 
stormers  of  the  Fighting  Division  were  not  to 
be  denied,  and  all  went  down  before  the  fury 
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of  their  assault.  After  a  short  but  severe 
struggle  the  breach  was  won  :  we  gained 
the  summit,  the  gallant  General  Henry 
Mackinnon  being  amongst  the  leading  files ; 
and  we  were  in  the  act  of  cheering  loudly  for 
our  victory,  when  a  fearful  explosion  took 
place,  like  a  rumbling  peal  of  thunder.  I  then 
felt  myself  lifted,  as  it  were,  by  some  invisible 
hand  from  the  broad  shoulders  of  my  uncle, 
and  flung  aloft  in  a  series  of  somersets  ;  till 
at  last  I  fell  upon  something  soft  and  warm, 
and  became  totally  insensible  to  the  cares, 
xieties,  hopes  and  wishes  of  this  perishable 
world. 
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CHAPTER  XXIII. 

THE    LADY    ABBESS. 

For  three  weeks,  as  I  afterwards  learned, 
I  remained  in  a  state  of  insensibility ;  varied 
at  times  by  violent  paroxysms  resulting  from 
a  concussion  of  the  brain.  At  the  end  of 
this  period,  I  awoke  one  fine  morning  from  a 
deep  slumber;  and  found  my  mind  perfectly 
settled,  but  my  body  reduced  to  a  skeleton, 
and  in  a  deplorable  state  of  exhaustion. 

I  looked  around  me  in  silent  amazement ; 
such  as  Adam  may  be  supposed  to  have  felt 
when,  at  a  mature  age,  he  found  himself 
suddenly  ushered  into  this  best  of  all  possible 
worlds,  before  woman,    "  of  all   created   things 
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the   last  and  best,"    had    as    yet    made    her 
appearance. 

I  was  lying  in  a  comfortable  truckle  bed, 
in  a  large  half-furnished  apartment,  through 
the  windows  of  which  the  sun  was  shining 
cheerfully.  My  servant  Conolly  was  appar- 
ently busied  about  some  household  arrange- 
ments, and  Jack  Dillon  was  sitting  by  my 
side  :  between  these  two  originals  a  dialogue 
had  apparently  been  going  on,  of  which  1 
only  caught  the  conclusion. 

"  Now,  Conolly ,"  said  my  friend,  "  I'm 
thinking  that  I'll  take  my  dinner  here  to-day, 
and  go  over  to  the  camp  in  the  cool  of  the 
evening  ;  what  have  you  got  in  the  house  ?" 

14  Well,  Sir,"  said  Conolly,  "  there's  a  fine 
lump  of  a  Stramajura*  ham." 

"That's  not  bad  to  begin  with,"  said 
Dillon.  "Them  Stramajura  pigs  that  feed 
upon  acorns  make  beautiful  bacon,  I  confess. 
What  else  have  you  got  ?" 

"  Then  I  have  got  a  fine  galina"  replied 
Conolly  ;  "  the  name  these  Spaniels  give  to  a 
capon." 

11  Oh  !  they're  always  miscalling  things  out  of 
*  Estremadura. 
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their  proper  names,"  said  Dillon.  "  Sure,  they 
call  a  sword,  a  spade,  the  naygurs  ;  and  a  hat,  a 
sunburner"  This  was  Jack's  version  of  som- 
brero. 

"  Do  they,  Sir?"  said  Conolly.  "  The  Lord 
be  praised  !  What  a  fine  thing  it  is  to  have 
book-laming,  like  your  honor." 

"Well,  I  flatter  myself,"  returned  Dillon, 
"  that  I'm  not  much  in  the  back-ground  with 
■  Johnson's  Dictionary,'  and  the  '  Elegant  Ex- 
tracts '■'  and  though  I  give  way  to  your  master 
sometimes,  as  I  have  a  regard  for  the  poor  boy, 
oh  !  trumpery  Moses  !  he's  not  fit  to  hold  a 
candle  to  me,  in  Spanish." 

Here  Jack,  to  show  his  learning,  poured  forth 
a  whole  canto  of  gibberish  in  rhyme ;  an  olla 
podrida  of  Spanish,  Portuguese,  French,  and 
Latin ;  a  jumble  of  scraps  learned  by  rote, 
without  any  consecutive  meaning,  which  Old 
Nick  himself,  though  a  great  linguist,  would 
fail  to  decipher. 

"  Glory  be  to  the  Holy  Vargin !"  exclaimed 
Conolly :  "  what  a  pity  you  are  not  a  good 
Catholic,  Sir." 

"  Why  so  ?"  demanded  Dillon. 

"  Sure,  then,  you'd   make  an  iligant  priest, 
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Sir,"  replied  Conolly.  "  I'll  be  bound,  'tis  you 
that  would  give  'em  the  Padheren  Aves  in 
style,  and  the  credos,  and  the  Dominy-foby- 
scums" 

"  May  be  I  could,  and  may  be  I  couldn't," 
said  Dillon,  with  affected  modesty.  "  But,  tell 
me,  Conolly,  why  do  you  think  I'm  not  a  good 
Catholic,  after  all  ?" 

11  Sure,  I  seen  you  go  to  church  often  and 
often,  amongst  the  heretics,"  replied  Conolly, 
"  before  your  honour  kem  to  these  foreign 
parts." 

"  Oh  !  trumpery  Moses  !"  cried  Dillon  ;  "  and 
what  does  that  signify  ?  Would  you  call  my 
dog  Nep,  there,  a  fish,  because  he  takes  the 
water,  and  dives  like  a  duck  ?" 

"  No,  Sir,  I  wouldn't,"  replied  Conolly. 
"  Divil  a  bit  of  fish  is  Nep  at  all,  at  all ;  but  as 
purry  a  bit  of  flesh,  as  ever  worried  a  cat,  your 
honour." 

Nep,  who  was  present,  keeping  an  eye  on  the 
culinary  department,  wagged  his  tail  at  this 
complimentary  assertion  of  Conolly's;  and 
Dillon  continued  : 

"  Tis  the  same  with  me,  Conolly.  If  Nep 
goes  into  the  water  for  his  own  convenience, 
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and  not  because  he's  a  fish  ;  why  shouldn't  I 
go  to  church  for  my  own  convenience,  and  not 
because  I'm  a  heretic?  Answer  me  that, 
Conolly,"  he  continued,  with  all  the  triumph  of 
an  Oxford  wrangler,  who  has  got  his  opponent 
between  the  horns  of  a  dilemma. 

"  Divil  a  one  of  me  knows,  Sir,"  said  Conolly  : 
"  I  can't  understand  the  rights  of  it,  at  all,  at  all." 
"  You'll  understand  it,  my  man,"  said  Dillon, 
"  when  you  are  senior  lieutenant  of  your  regiment, 
and  can't  get  your  company,  for  being  a  Catholic." 
"  Ethen,  Sir,  is  that  the  law  ?"  demanded 
Conolly. 

"  Them  is  the  panial  statues,"  replied  Dillon. 
"  What  the  dickens  is  the  panial  statues  ?" 
asked  Conolly. 

"  Oh,  very  queer  things,"  replied  Dillon ; 
"  full  of  law,  and  learning,  and  Latin,  to  the 
back-bone.  Oh,  trumpery  Moses !  if  I  was  to 
explain  'em  to  you,  you'd  know  no  more  about 
'em  than  I  do  myself." 

"  Lord  be  praised  !"  said  Conolly ;  "  what  a 
fine  thing  book-larning  is  !" 

"  Now,  there  was  my  brave  ould  commanding 
officer,  Colonel  Stack,"  said  Dillon,  "  who  had 
been  thirty  years  in  the  service,  and  fought  in 
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ten  pitched  battles,  besides  ever  so  many  skrim- 
mages,  with  a  matter  of  fifteen  wounds  in  his 
body  ;  he  couldn't  get  his  promotion  all  along 
of  it,  till  at  last  one  day  he  said  to  the 
Juke : 

"  '  What  is  the  raison  of  it,  my  Lord  Juke  ?' 
says  he.  '  Will  your  royal  highness  tell  me 
that  r 

"'Well,  Stack,'  said  the  Juke,  good- 
naturedly — for,  let  'em  talk  as  they  will,  Conolly, 
but  he's  a  raial  gentleman — '  there  is  a  raison 
for  it,  Stack,'  says  he. 

"  '  What  is  it,  my  Lord  Juke  ?'  says  Stack. 

"  '  Well,  come  now,  Stack,'  says  the  Juke  ; 
1  tell  me  honestly  what  religion  you  are  of  ?' 

" ■  My  Lord  Juke,'  says  Stack,  '  I'm  of  the 
religion  of  a  Major- General.' 

"  '  Then,  by  St.  George !'  says  the  Juke,  with 
a  hearty  laugh,  '  you  shall  have  your  promotion, 
Stack!'  And  the  very  next  day  he  was  ga- 
zetted. Oh,  trumpery  Moses  !  isn't  he  a  jewel 
of  a  Juke  !" 

"  Oh,  now  I  begin  to  see,"  said  Conolly. 
"  We  must  all  go  to  heaven  with  head-quarters, 
or  not  at  all." 

"  That's  just    it,"  said  Dillon  :    "  and  now, 
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Conolly,  let  me  know  if  you  have  got  any 
murphies." 

"  The  sorrow  a  one,  Sir,"  replied  Conolly. 
"  Sure,  they  say,  in  this  outlandish  country,  that 
they're  only  fit  for  the  pigs." 

"  Bad  luck  to  the  liars  !"  exclaimed  Dillon  : 
"  there's  no  other  fruit  in  the  world  equal  to  a 
maily  potato.  Well  then,  we  must  rough  it  with 
that:  so,  Conolly,  you  just  roast  that  galina, 
boil  the  Stramajura  ham ;  and,  with  a  bottle  of 
Val  de  Pefias,  and  a  toothful  of  Cogniac  after, 
with  a  dhudheen " 

"  By  St.  George,  I'll  be  in  your  mess,  Dillon," 
I  exclaimed,  sitting  bolt  upright  in  my  bed,  "  for 
I   feel  most  confoundedly  peckish." 

Dillon  sprang  from  his  seat,  as  if  electrified ; 
and  gazed  at  me  for  some  time,  with  his  mouth 
wide  open,  and  his  cheeks  as  pale  as  ashes  :  at 
last,  he  exclaimed  : 

"  Then,  by  the  Cross  of  Kilshandra  !  them  is 
the  most  sensible  words  you  have  spoken  these 
three  weeks ;  and  right  glad  am  I  to  hear  them 
from  you,  Percy,  my  darling  !" 

Conolly  having  also  expressed  his  delight  with 
equal  eloquence,  at  my  coming  to  my  senses,  and 
talking  like  a  Christian  once  more,  it  was  settled 
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that  the  galina  should  be  boiled  instead  of 
roasted  ;  as  the  broth,  for  the  present,  at  least, 
would  be  quite  strong  enough  for  my  weak 
stomach. 

"  Oh,  trumpery  Moses  !"  cried  Dillon,  while 
dinner  was  preparing.  "  You  never  saw  such 
tricks  and  figaries  as  you  have  been  playing  for 
the  six  weeks  you  were  mad." 

"  Have  I  been  mad  ?"  I  demanded. 

"  As  fifty  cats  in  a  wallet,"  replied  Dillon. 
"  Hasn't  he,  Conolly  ?" 

"  I  never  seen  anything  like  it,  Sir,"  said 
Conolly.  "  One  night  he  thought  he  was 
a  loaded  twenty-four  pounder  going  to  burst ; 
and  he  kept  constantly  shouting  '  stand  out  of 
the  way,  or  I'll  blow  you  up  !'  " 

"  Another  time,"  said  Dillon,  "  nothing  would 
serve  you  but  calling  over  the  muster-roll  of  the 
company;  which  you  did  for  six  mortal  hours, 
without  stopping  or  missing  a  man." 

"  And  every  time  he  came  to  the  end,  Sir," 
said  Conolly,  "  he'd  begin  again,  Sir,  as  regular 
as  clock  work.  I'm  thinking  there  isn't  a 
Paymaster  in  the  sarvice  could  do  the 
like." 

"  Oh,  but  the  night,"  said  Dillon,  "  you  thought 
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you  had  a  hold  of  the  horns  of  the  moon,  didn't 
you  make  a  jolly  row  ?" 

"  We  had  six  grenadiers  in,  Sir,  to  hould 
him  that  night,"  added  Conolly ;  "  and  they 
couldn't  do  it  till  the  doctor  fleabottomized  him, 
as  he  called  it." 

"  But  that  was  cakes  and  ale,"  said  Dillon, 
"  to  the  day  he  fancied  he  was  riding  on  the 
say-sarpent  that  the  Yankees  have  discovered. 
That  was  the  time  the  doctor  said  he  had  a  dis- 
cussion of  the  brain,  though  at  first  he  thought 
it  was  dilarious  trimmings." 

Many  more  of  my  "  figaries"  Dillon  re- 
counted to  me,  while  Conolly  was  employed  in 
the  culinary  department.  I  then  asked  him  to 
give  me  an  account  of  the  storming,  of  which 
I  had  but  a  very  confused  recollection. 

"  Well,  Percy,"  he  said,  "  you  are  always 
getting  into  the  wrong  box.  First  and  foremost, 
you  come  amongst  us  as  if  you  had  dropt 
from  one  of  the  seven  elements,  in  the  dress  of 
a  faymale  senora.  Then  nothing  would  do  you, 
but  you  must  charge  head  foremost  into  the  very 
centre  of  a  column  of  French  dragoons  :  and,  last 
of  all,  instead  of  going  to  the  small  aisy  braich 
with  your  own  regiment,  oh  !  trumpery  Moses  ! 
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you  must  stick  yourself  at  the  very  head  of 
Picton's  tremendous  attack,  riding  to  the  top  of 
the  rampart  on  the  back  of  a  grenadier." 

"  Ah  !  that  grenadier  !"  I  exclaimed.  "  What 
is  become  of  him  ?  Is  he  dead  or  alive  ?" 

"  Oh,  divil  a  one  of  that  party  is  alive  but 
yourself,"  replied  Dillon. 

"  Alas  !  my  poor,  dear,  gallant  uncle !"  I 
mentally  exclaimed.  "  In  leaving  this  world 
like  a  hero,  you  had  not  even  the  satisfaction  of 
knowing  that  your  bravery  was  appreciated." 

"  You  were  all  blown  up  by  the  explosion  of 
a  magazine,"  continued  my  friend  ;  "  and 
General  McKinnon,  with  many  other  fine 
fellows  are  all  gone  to  kingdom  come.  But  do 
you  know  how  you  escaped,  Percy  ?" 

"  I  haven't  the  slightest  idea,"  I  replied. 

"  Luckily  for  you,"  said  Dillon,  "  there  was  a 
cavalry  barracks  just  under  the  rampart  where 
the  explosion  took  place;  and  after  you  had 
made  as  many  summersets  as  a  rope-dancer  in 
a  circus,  you  were  lodged,  quite  snug  and  easy, 
in  a  nice,  soft,  warm  bed  of  stable  litter  ;  and 
that's  where  they  found  you,  agrah." 

Dillon  then  entered  into  a  long  detail  of  the 
successful  result  of  the  attack  ;    the  triumph 
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of  which  was  sadly  damped,  however,  by  the 
loss  of  two  such  gallant  leaders  as  Crawfurd 
and  Mackinnon.  He  next  launched  into  a 
description,  at  once  amusing  and  melancholy,  of 
the  appearance  of  our  camp  for  two  or  three 
days  after  the  fall  of  Rodrigo ;  when  the  men, 
having  partly  recovered  from  the  drunkenness 
which  had  immediately  succeeded  it,  came 
staggering  from  the  town  with  their  plunder. 
Some  were  dressed  fantastically  as  priests,  others 
as  nuns,  bull-fighters,  bolero-dancers,  &c. ;  but 
all  were  selling  for  trifling  sums  such  articles  of 
value  as  they  had  secured  in  their  progress 
through  the  deserted  houses ;  the  principal 
purchasers  of  the  booty  being  the  Spaniards 
themselves,  who  flocked  in  vast  numbers  to  the 
camp  for  that  express  purpose. 

"  But  here  comes  Conolly  with  dinner," 
said  Dillon,  "  and  I'll  tell  you  no  more  till 
you  and  I  have  had  some  food ;  for  talking  is 
bad  on  an  empty  stomach." 

A  basin  of  good  broth,  with  a  wing  of  the 
galina,  and  a  glass  of  wine-and-water,  made 
me  feel  wonderfully  refreshed,  and  I  almost 
fancied  I  could  get  up  ;  but,  in  making  the 
attempt,  I  fell  back  again,  helpless  and  powerless. 
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"  See  that,  now  !"  said  Dillon.  "  You  must 
have  patience,  Percy,  and  two  or  three  weeks 
more  will  bring  you  into  statty-co.  But  I 
have  good  news  to  comfort  you,  in  the  mean- 
time, my  boy.  You  have  got  your  lieutenancy 
— your  name  appeared  in  the  last  Gazette.', 

"  But  I  hope,"  I  said,  "  they  won't  remove 
me  from  your  company,  Dillon." 

Poor  Jack  looked  very  blank  at  this ;  and, 
with  all  the  tenderness  he  could  assume,  in- 
formed me  that  I  was  promoted  into  another 
regiment. 

"  What !  what !"  I  exclaimed,  "  into  another 
regiment !  And  who  has  got  the  vacancy  in 
the  52nd?" 

"  A  Wellington  Overall,"  replied  Dillon. 

"  Then  let  them  take  back  their  promotion," 
I  exclaimed,  in  a  terrible  sulk.  "  I'll  not  have 
it — I'll  not  quit  my  dear  old  regiment,  in 
which  I  have  been  so  happy." 

Dillon  combated  this  idea  with  all  the  power 
of  his  eloquence.  He  said,  and  truly,  "  that  I 
must  either  take  the  promotion  as  it  was  given, 
or  quit  the  service :  that  I  was  appointed  to  a 
crack  regiment,  which  had,  moreover,  one  bat- 
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tallion  in  India,  where  I  would  very  soon  become 
a  milliner. — " 

"  A  milliner  !"  I  exclaimed. 

"Yes,"  replied  Dillon.  "One  of  them 
Nabobs  that  make  millions  of  rupees,  and  ride 
a  horse-back  upon  elephants." 

Jack's  eloquence,  however,  was  unavailing  ; 
and  I  railed  against  destiny  in  unmeasured 
terms,  for  this  scurvy  trick,  which  at  once  put  an 
end  to  all  my  hopes  of  fame  and  promotion,  the 
two  bright  stars  I  worshipped. 

"  But  my  dear  fellow,"  said  Dillon,  "  you 
must  keep  very  quiet;  for  the  doctor  says,  if 
you  go  dilarious  again,  he'll  have  to  cut  a  piece 
out  of  your  skull,  and  put  a  silver  plate  over 
your  brain-pan. 

Bat  I  shall  not  trouble  the  reader  with 
the  details  of  a  sick  room  :  suffice  it  to  say, 
that  in  three  or  four  weeks  I  was  once  more 
upon  my  legs,  and  daily  gaining  strength ; 
while  the  calm  reflection  I  had  enjoyed  during 
my  illness  reconciled  me  to  my  fate,  and  I 
prepared  to  bear  my  good  fortune  like  a  man. 

I  was  at  length  ordered  home  to  join  my 
new   regiment,  and  took  an  affectionate  leave  of 
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my  old  brother-officers.  Dillon  cried  like  a 
child  ;  and  made  me  promise  to  write  to  him 
about  all  the  strange  sights  I  should  see  in  the 
East ;  especially  the  pagoda  tree,  the  golden 
rock  of  Trichinopoly,  and  the  cantonment  of 
Dum-dum. 

11  I'll  engage,"  said  Jack,  with  a  sneer  at  the 
fair  sex,  "  that  the  soldiers  don't  get  leave  to 
marry  at  Dumb-dumb,  as  they  do  amongst  us." 

Poor  Conolly  howled  and  blubbered  like  an 
overgrown  baby  ;  and  when  I  put  two  doubloons 
into  his  hand,  he  exclaimed,  still  grasping  them 
very  tightly,  however — 

"  Divil  a  one  of  me  will  take  'em  from  your 
honour ;  sure  you  have  more  than  ped  me 
honestly  before." 

"  But  this  is  a  gift,  Conolly,"  I  said  ;  "  and 
you  know  I  never  take  back  a  gift." 

"  Faix,  that's  true  enough,"  responded 
Conolly,  putting  the  doubloons  in  his  fob. 
"  Then,  the  blessing  of  God  be  about  you,  Sir  ! 
and  may  the  world  wondher  at  the  luck  you'll 
have  !" 

I  gave  two  more  doubloons  to  the  pay- 
sergeant  of  my  company,  as  a  treat  for  the 
brave   fellows  with  whom   1   had  led  a   rough- 
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and-tumble  sort  of  life  so  long ;  and  all  who 
were  off  duty  accompanied  me  for  a  mile  or 
two  on  my  journey,  when  they  gave  me 
three  hearty  cheers  at  parting.  I  then  set  off 
for  Lisbon,  where  I  found  a  transport  ready 
to  sail  with  invalids,  and  secured  a  berth 
on  board. 

Before  I  sailed,  however,  I  determined  to  pay 
one  last  visit  to  Santa  Clara,  a  name  that  still 
clung  to  my  heart,  and  recalled  many  a  scene  of 
vanished  happiness.  Though  I  had  experienced 
many  a  rough  vicissitude  since  I  last  beheld 
that  peaceful  and  pious  retreat,  the  souvenirs 
connected  with  it  were  still  fresh  and  verdant 
in  my  memory's  waste ;  and,  with  a  min- 
gled feeling  of  joy  and  sadness,  I  threw  myself 
into  one  of  the  public  vehicles  which  plied  to 
and  from  that  neighbourhood. 

I  shall  not  pretend  to  define  the  precise 
object  that  urged  me  to  this  step ;  a  longing 
desire  to  see  Juliana  once  more,  predominated, 
of  course  ;  and  perhaps  a  lingering  hope  of  still 
effecting  her  abduction,  mingled  itself  with 
motives  more  worthy  of  her  and  myself:  for  I 
could  no  longer  be  ignorant  that  she  was  now, 
in  reality,   devoted  by  her  vow  to  heaven,  and 
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ought  to  be  sacred  from  any  further  attempts 
on  the  peaceful  sanctity  of  her  chosen  mis- 
sion. 

In  a  state  of  nervous  agitation,  and  uncer- 
tainty as  to  my  real  motives  and  ulterior  views, 
I  at  length  arrived  at  the  dear  village  ;  where, 
folding  my  Spanish  capa  about  me,  pulling  my 
Andalusian  sombrero  over  my  brows,  and  giving 
my  moustachios  a  curl  upwards,  I  sauntered 
towards  the  well-known  spot  :  every  projecting 
ornament,  or  lofty  pinnacle  of  the  splendid  edi- 
fice recalling  some  heavenly  look,  or  treasured 
expression  of  my  sainted  Juliana. 

The  bell  of  the  convent  church  was  ringing 
loudly  for  sendee ;  and  crowds  were  flocking 
into  the  sacred  edifice,  which  appeared  to  be 
decorated  with  more  than  usual  richness  and 
magnificence.  I  mingled  wTith  the  people  ;  and 
learned,  on  inquiry,  that  the  occasion  was  one 
of  great  pomp  and  splendor,  being  the  inau- 
guration of  a  Lady  Abbess,  in  lieu  of  the  one 
who  had  recently  died.  I  felt,  however,  no 
interest  in  an  event  of  such  ordinary  occurrence : 
the  succession  of  one  old  woman  to  the  post 
of  another  had  nothing  in  it  that  could  possibly 
affect  my  feelings,  intensely   centered  as   they 
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were  in  an  object  of  such  supereminent 
attraction. 

I  took  my  place  behind  one  of  the  noble 
pillars  of  the  church,  as  near  as  I  could  to  the 
grand  altar  ;  and  thence,  unnoticed  and  un- 
known, I  witnessed  the  gorgeous  ceremony  in 
all  its  details.  But  they  had  no  interest  for  me 
— not  the  slightest :  my  thoughts  were  solely 
bent  upon  Juliana ;  and  my  eyes  were  inces- 
santly directed  from  one  nun  to  another,  in  a 
vain  endeavour  to  penetrate  the  thick  white 
veils,  which  effectually  concealed  their  features 
from  my  eager  gaze. 

A  feeling  of  blank  disappointment,  and  me- 
lancholy boding  was  the  result  of  my  scrutiny  : 
my  bosom  throbbed  with  the  painful  idea  that 
my  poor  Juliana  was  no  more ;  and,  while  the 
mingled  sounds  of  voice  and  organ  raised  the 
soul  to  a  higher  sphere,  by  that  affecting  charm 
peculiar  to  the  service  of  the  Catholic  church, 
imagination  drew  her  sainted  form,  in  the  atti- 
tude I  had  so  often  gazed  on  with  delight  in 
the  apotheosis  of  Santa  Clara ;  wafted  to  hea- 
ven by  ministering  angels,  her  hands  uplifted 
in  earnest  prayer — her  eyes  beaming  with 
celestial  hope. 
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The  final  rite  of  inauguration  was  at  length 
terminated,  and  the  new  Lady  Abbess  ascended 
the  steps  of  the  altar  to  bestow  her  benediction 
on  the  congregation  ;  for  which  purpose,  the 
rubric  permitted  her  for  the  last  time  to  lift  her 
veil.  Accustomed,  as  I  had  always  been,  to 
associate  age  and  acerbity  of  expression  with 
the  dignity  of  this  lofty  function,  I  did  not 
even  bestow  a  look  upon  the  Lady  Abbess  ;  till 
one  universal  murmur  of  admiration  pervading 
the  assembled  multitude,  my  curiosity  was  ex- 
cited :  I  looked,  and,  in  the  uncovered  coun- 
tenance of  Santa  Clara's  successor,  I  beheld  the 
peerless  features  of  my  Juliana  ! 

It  was  with  difficulty  I  suppressed  the  cry  of 
joy  that  was  bursting  from  my  lips,  and  checked 
the  powerful  impulse  to  throw  myself  at  her 
feet:  the  strife  of  contending  passions  in  my 
breast  was  fearful ;  my  brain  was  on  fire,  my  eyes 
grew  dizzy,  and  had  I  not  grasped  the  pillar 
with  both  arms,  firmly — convulsively — I  should 
have  fallen  to  the  ground. 

The  features  of  Juliana  were  still  of  the  same 
lovely  cast;  but  they  were  pale  and  thin.  The 
same  intellect  illumined  her  countenance — the 
same  celestial  smile  imparted  to  it  that  fascina- 
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tion  which  never  failed  to  win  the  hearts  of  the 
beholders :  but  they  were  chastened  and  sub- 
dued by  a  look  of  melancholy  resignation,  and 
a  gleam  of  exalted  piety,  as  she  gazed  upwards ; 
which  proved  that,  whatever  sufferings  the 
sacrifice  had  cost  her,  she  was  now  in  reality 
the  bride  of  heaven. 

With  a  powerful  effort,  I  restrained  the  mad- 
dening thoughts  that  filled  my  breast ;  till  Juliana 
let  fall  the  veil  which  now  for  ever  concealed  her 
features  from  the  world,  and  retired,  amidst  the 
loud  pealing  of  the  organ,  and  the  rich  choral 
strains  of  the  "  Gloria  in  Excelcis  !"  In  a  state 
of  mind  which  baffles  description,  I  then  rushed 
from  the  church ;  and  had  I  not  been  relieved 
by  a  violent  flood  of  tears  I  must  have  perished 
on  the  spot. 

Flying  from  the  crowd  of  worshippers,  who 
seemed  greatly  edified  by  my  emotion,  which, 
of  course,  they  ascribed  to  the  pangs  of  a 
suddenly  awakened  conscience ;  I  threw  myself 
into  the  first  vehicle  I  could  find,  and  hurried 
off  to  Lisbon.  Once  or  twice,  on  my  way 
thither,  the  idea  of  writing  to  Juliana  occurred 
to  me ;  to  vindicate  the  fidelity  of  my  affection, 
and  bid  her  at  least  farewell :  but  I  suppressed 
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the  ungenerous  thought ;  and  felt  how  much 
more  noble  it  would  be  to  leave  her,  ignorant 
even  of  my  existence,  to  the  calm  contemplation, 
and  peaceful  serenity,  of  the  sacred  life  for  which 
she  seemed  predestined  by  heaven. 

A  few  hours  after,  I  was  floating  on  the 
Golden  Tagus ;  my  heart  and  head  both  sick 
and  heavy,  and  my  adventurous  prow  directed 
for  the  Land  of  Freedom. 
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